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PACHA  OF  MANY  TALES, 


CHAPTER  I. 


The  next  morning  the  pacha  and  his  minister, 
after  the  business  of  the  divan,  with  their  heads 
aching  from  the  doubts  of  Hudusi,  or  the 
means  that  they  had  taken  to  remove  them,  in 
not  the  best  humour  in  the  world  listened  to 
the  continuation  of  them  as  follows. 

I  have  heard  it  observed,  continued  Hudusi, 
that  the  sudden  possession  of  gold  will  make  a 
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brave  man  cautious,  and  he  who  is  not  brave, 
still  more  dastardly  than  he  was  before.      It 
certainly  was  the  case  with  me ;    my  five  hun- 
dred pieces  of  gold  had   such  an   effect,  that 
every  thing  in  the  shape  of  valour  oozed  out  at 
my   fingers'  ends.      I  reflected  again,  and  the 
result  was,  that  I  determined  to  have  nothing 
more  to  do  with  the  business,  and  that  neither 
the  sultan  nor  the  pacha  should  be  the  better 
for  my  exertions.     That  night  we  made  a  sally, 
and  as  I  was  considered  a  prodigy  of  valour, 
I  was  one  of  those  who  were  ordered  to  lead  on 
my  troop.      I   curled   my    mustachios,  swore 
I  would  not  leave  a  janissary  alive,  flourished 
my  scimitar,  marched  out  at  the  head  of  my 
troop,  and  then  took  to  my  heels,  and  in  two 
days  arrived  safely  at  my  mother's  house.     As 
soon  as  I  entered,  I  tore  my  turban,  and  threw 
dust  upon  my  head,  in  honour  of  my  father's 
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memory,  and  then  sat  down.  My  mother 
embraced  me — we  were  alone. 

"  And  your  father  ?  Is  it  for  him  that  we 
are  to  mourn  V 

"  Yes,""  replied  I,  "  he  was  a  lion,  and  he  is 
in  paradise." 

My  mother  commenced  a  bitter  lamentation ; 
but  of  a  sudden  recollecting  herself,  she  said, 
*'  But,  Hudusi,  it's  no  use  tearing  one's  hair 
and  good  clothes  for  nothing.  Are  you  sure 
that  your  father  is  dead  ?" 

"  Quite  sure,"  replied  I.  "  I  saw  him  down." 

'*  But  he  may  only  be  wounded,"  replied  my 
mother. 

"  Not  so,  my  dearest  mother,  abandon  all 
hope,  for  I  saw  his  head  off." 

"  Are  you  sure  it  was  his  body  that  you  saw 
with  the  head  off.?" 
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'•'  Quite  sure,  dear  mother,  for  I  was  a  witness 
to  its  being  cut  off." 

"  If  that  is  the  case,"  replied  my  mother, 
"  he  can  never  come  back  again,  that's  clear. 
Allah  acbar — God  is  great.  Then  must  we 
mourn."  And  my  mother  ran  out  into  the- 
street  before  the  door,  shrieking  and  screaming, 
tearing  her  hair  and  her  garments,  so  as  to  draw 
the  attention  and  the  sympathy  of  all  Iier 
neighbours,  who  asked  her  what  was  the 
matter.  ''  Ah  !  Wahi,  the  head  of  my  house 
is  no  more,"  cried  she,  "  my  heart  is  all  bitter- 
ness— my  soul  is  dried  up — my  liver  is  but  as 
water;  ah  !  wahi,  ah!  wahi,"  and  she  conti- 
nued to  weep  and  tear  her  hair,  refusing  all 
consolation.  The  neighbours  came  to  her 
assistance  ;  they  talked  to  her,  they  reasoned 
with  her,  restrained  her  violence,    and  soothed 
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her  into  quietness.  They  all  declared  that  it 
was  a  heavy  loss,  but  that  a  true  believer  had 
gone  to  paradise ;  and  they  all  agreed  that  no 
woman's  conduct  could  be  more  exemplary, 
that  no  woman  was  ever  more  fond  of  her  hus- 
band. I  said  nothing,  but  I  must  acknowledge 
that,  from  her  previous  conversation  with  me, 
and  the  quantity  of  pilau  which  she  devoured 
that  evening  for  her  supper,  I  very  much 
doubted  the  fact. 

I  did  not  remain  long  at  home,  as,  although 
it  was  my  duty  to  acquaint  my  mother  with 
my  father's  death,  it  was  also  my  duty  to  ap- 
pear to  return  to  my  corps.  This  I  had  re- 
solved never  more  to  do.  I  reflected  that  a  life 
of  quiet  and  ease  was  best  suited  to  my  dispo- 
sition, and  I  resolved  to  join  some  religious 
sect.  Before  I  quitted  my  mother's  roof  I  gave 
her  thirty  sequins,  which  she  was  most  thankful 
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for,  as  she  was  in  straitened  circumstances. 
"  Ah  !"  cried  she,  as  she  wrapped  up  the  money 
carefully  in  a  piece  of  rag,  "  if  you  could  only 
have  brought  back  your  poor  father's  head, 
Hudusi !"  I  might  have  told  her  that  she 
had  just  received  what  I  had  sold  it  for — but 
I  thought  it  just  as  well  to  say  nothing  about 
it,  so  I  embraced  her  and  departed. 

There  was  a  sort  of  dervishes,  who  had  taken 
up  their  quarters  about  seven  miles  from  the 
village  where  my  mother  resided,  and  as  they 
never  remained  long  in  one  place,  I  hastened  to 
join  them.  On  my  arrival,  I  requested  to 
speak  with  their  chief,  and  imagining  that  I 
was  come  with  the  request  of  prayers  to  be 
offered  up  on  behalf  of  some  wished-for  object, 
I  was  admitted. 

''  Khoda  shefa  midehed — God  gives  relief," 
said  the    old  man.      "    What    wishest    thou, 
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my   son?       Khosh     amedeed — you    are   wel- 
come." 

I  stated  my  wish  to  enter  into  the  sect,  from 
a  religious  feeling,  and  requested  that  I  might 
be  permitted. 

"  Thou  knowest  not  what  thou  askest,  my 
son.  Our's  is  a  hard  life,  one  of  penitence, 
prostration,  and  prayer — our  food  is  but  of 
herbs  and  the  water  of  the  spring ;  our  rest  is 
broken,  and  we  know  not  where  to  lay  our 
heads.  Depart,  yaha  bibi,  my  friend,  depart  in 
peace." 

"  But,  father,"  replied  I,  (for  to  tell  your 
highness  the  truth,  notwithstanding  the  old 
man's  assertions,  as  to  their  austerities  of  life, 
I  very  much  doubted  the  fact,)  "  I  am  prepared 
for  all  this,  if  necessary,  and  even  more.  I 
have  brought  my  little  wealth  to  add  to  the 
store,  and  contribute  to  the  welfare   of  your 
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holy  band ;  and  I  must  not  be  denied."  I  per« 
ceived  that  the  old  man's  eyes  twinkled  at  the 
bare  mention  of  gold,  and  I  drew  from  my 
sash  five  and  twenty  sequins,  which  I  had 
separated  from  my  hoard,  with  the  intention 
of  offering  it.  "  See,  holy  father,"  continued  I, 
"  the  offering  which  I  would  make." 

"  Barik  Allah — praise  be  to  God,"  exclaimed 
the  dervish,  "  that  he  has  sent  us  a  true  believer. 
Thy  offering  is  accepted,  but  thou  must  not 
expect  yet  to  enter  into  the  austerities  of  our 
holy  order.  I  have  many  disciples  here,  who 
wear  the  dress,  and  yet  they  are  not  as  regular 
as  good  dervishes  should  be ;  but  there  is  a 
time  for  all  things,  and  when  their  appetite  to 
do  wrong  fails  them,  they  will,  (Inshallah, 
please  God,)  in  all  probability,  become  more 
holy  and  devout  men.  You  are  accepted.*" 
And   the   old  man  held  out  his  hand  for  the 
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money,  which  he  clutched  with  eagerness,  and 
hid  away  under  his  garment.  "  Ali,"  said  he, 
to  one  of  the  dervishes  who  had  stood  at  some 
distance  during  my  audience,  "  this  young  man 
— what  is  your  name — Hudusi — is  admitted 
into  our  fraternity.  Take  him  with  thee,  give 
him  a  dress  of  the  order,  and  let  him  be  initiated 
into  our  mysteries,  first  demanding  from  him 
the  oath  of  secresy.  Murakhas,  good  Hudusi, 
you  are  dismissed." 

I  followed  the  dervish  through  a  narrow 
passage,  until  we  arrived  at  a  door,  at  which 
he  knocked ;  it  was  opened,  and  I  passed 
through  a  courtyard,  where  I  perceived  several 
of  the  dervishes  stretched  on  the  ground  in 
various  postures,  breathing  heavily  and  insensi- 
ble. 

**  These,"  said  my  conductor,  "  are  holy  men 
who  are  favoured   by   Allah.     They  are  in  a 
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trance,  and  during  that  state,  are  visited  by  the 
Prophet,  and  are  permitted  to  enter  the  eighth 
heaven,  and  see  the  glories  prepared  for  true 
believers."  I  made  no  reply  to  his  assertion, 
but  as  it  was  evident  that  they  were  all  in  a 
state  of  beastly  intoxication,  I  very  much 
doubted  the  fact. 

I  received  my  dress,  took  an  oath  of  secresy, 
and  was  introduced  to  my  companions ;  whom  I 
soon  found  to  be  a  set  of  dissolute  fellows,  in- 
dulging in  every  vice,  and  laughing  at  every 
virtue ;  living  in  idleness,  and  by  the  contribu- 
tions made  to  them  by  the  people,  who  firmly 
believed  in  their  pretended  sanctity.  The  old 
man,  with  the  white  beard,  who  w^as  their  chief, 
was  the  only  one  who  did  not  indulge  in  de- 
bauchery. He  had  outlived  his  appetite  for  the 
vices  of  youth,  and  fallen  into  the  vice  of  age 
— a  love  for  money,  which  was  insatiable.     I 
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must  acknowledge  that  the  company  and  mode 
of  living  were  more  to  my  satisfaction  than 
the  vigils,  hard  fare,  and  constant  prayer,  with 
which  the  old  man  had  threatened  me,  when 
I  proposed  to  enter  the  community,  and 
I  soon  became  an  adept  in  dissimulation  and 
hypocrisy  and  a  great  favourite  with  my  bre- 
thren. 

I  ought  to  have  observed  to  your  sublimity, 
that  the  sect  of  dervishes,  of  which  I  had  be- 
come a  member,  were  then  designated  by  the 
name  of  howling  dervishes ;  all  our  religion 
consisted  in  howling  like  jackalls  or  hyenas, 
with  all  our  might,  until  we  fell  down  in  real 
or  pretended  convulsions.  My  howl  was  con- 
sidered as  the  most  appalling  and  unearthly 
that  was  ever  heard,  and,  of  course,  my  sanctity 
was  increased  in  proportion.  We  were  on  our 
way  to   Scutari,  where   was  our  real  place  of 
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residence,  and  only  lodged  here  and  there  on 
our  journey  to  fleece  those  who  were  piously 
disposed.  I  had  not  joined  more  than  ten  days 
when  they  continued  their  route,  and  after  a 
week  of  very  profitable  travelling,  passed 
through  Constantinople,  crossed  the  Bosphorus, 
and  regained  their  place  of  domiciliation,  and 
were  received  with  great  joy  by  the  inhabitants, 
to  whom  the  old  chief  and  many  others  of  our 
troop  were  well  known. 

Your  sublime  highness  must  be  aware  that 
the  dervishes  are  not  only  consulted  by,  but 
often  become  the  bankers  of,  the  inhabitants, 
who  entrust  them  with  the  care  of  their  money. 
My  old  chief  (whose  name  I  should  have 
mentioned  before  was  Ulu-bibi)  held  large  sums 
in  trust  for  many  of  the  people  with  whom  he 
was  acquainted ;  but  his  avarice  inducing  him 
to  lend  the  money  out  on  usury,  it   was  very 
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difficult  to  recover  it  when  it  was  desired, 
although  it  was  always  religiously  paid  back. 
I  had  not  been  many  months  at  Scutari,  before 
I  found  myself  in  high  favour,  from  my  su- 
perior howling  and  the  duration  of  my  convul- 
sions. But  during  this  state,  which  by  habit 
soon  became  spasmodic,  continuing  until  the 
vital  functions  were  almost  extinct,  the  mind 
was  as  active  as  ever,  and  I  lay  immersed  in 
a  sea  of  doubt  which  was  most  painful.  In 
my  state  of  exhaustion  I  doubted  every  thing. 
I  doubted  if  my  convulsions  were  convulsions 
or  only  feigned;  I  doubted  if  I  was  asleep  or 
awake ;  I  doubted  whether  I  was  in  a  trance, 
or  in  another  world,  or  dead,  or "" 

"  Friend  Hudusi,""  interrupted  Mustapha, 
"  we  want  the  facts  of  your  story,  and 
not     your    doubts.      Say    I    not     well,    your 


14  THE    PACHA    OF    MANY    TALES. 

highness?  What  is  all  this  but  bosh— no- 
thing?" 

''  It  is  well  said,"  replied  the  pacha. 

"  Sometimes  I  thought  that  I  had  seized 
possession  of  a  fact,  but  it  slipped  through  my 
fingers  like  the  tail  of  an  eel."*' 

"  Let  us  have  the  facts,  which  did  not 
escape  thee,  friend,  and  let  the  mists  of  doubt 
be  cleared  away  before  the  glory  of  the  pacha," 
replied  Mustapha. 

One  day  I  was  sitting  in  the  warmth  of  the 
sun,  by  the  tomb  of  a  true  believer,  when  an 
old  woman  accosted  me.  "  You  are  welcome,'' 
said  I. 

"  Is  your  humour  good  ?"  said  she. 

"  It  is  good,^'  replied  I. 

She  sat  down  by  me,  and  after  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  she  continued.  "  God  is  great,"  said 
she. 
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*' And  Mahomet  is  his  prophet,"  replied 
I.  "  In  the  name  of  Allah,  what  do  you 
wish  ?" 

"  Where  is  the  holy  man  ?  I  have  money 
to  give  into  his  charge.     May  I  not  see  him  ?" 

''  He  is  at  his  devotions — but  what  is  that  ? 
Am  not  I  the  same  ?  Do  I  not  watch  when  he 
prayeth — Inshallah — please  God,  we  are  the 
same.     Give  me  the  bag." 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  she,  pulling  out  the 
money  ;  "  seven  hundred  sequins,  my  daughter's 
marriage  portion ;  but  there  are  bad  men, 
who  steal,  and  there  are  good  men,  whom  we 
can  trust.     Say  I  not  well  ?" 

"  It  is  well  said,"  replied,  I  "  and  God  is 
great." 

"  You  will  find  the  money  right,"  said  she. 
"  Count  it.'' 

I  counted  it,  and  returned  it  into  the  goat's- 
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skin     bag.     *'  It   is    all    right.      Leave    me, 
woman,  for  I  must  go  in." 

The  old  woman  left  me,  returning  thanks  to 
Allah  that  her  money  was  safe,  but  from 
certain  ideas  running  in  my  mind,  I  very  much 
doubted  the  fact.  I  sat  down  full  of  doubt.  I 
doubted  if  the  old  woman  had  come  honestly 
by  the  money  ;  and  whether  I  should  give  it  to 
the  head  dervish.  I  doubted  whether  I  ought 
to  retain  it  for  myself,  and  whether  I  might  not 
come  to  mischief.     I  also  had  my  doubts 

"  I  have  no  doubt,"  interrupted  Mustapha, 
"  but  that  you  kept  it  for  yourself  Say — is  it 
not  so.?" 

Even  so  did  my  doubts  resolve  into  that  fact. 
I  settled  it  in  my  mind,  that  seven  hundred 
sequins,  added  to  about  four  hundred  still  in 
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my  possession,  would  last  some  time,  and  that 
I  was  tired  of  the  life  of  a  howling  dervish.  I 
therefore  set  up  one  last  long  final  howl,  to  let 
my  senior  know  that  I  was  present,  and  then 
immediately  became  absent.  I  hastened  to  the 
bazaar,  and  purchasing  here  and  there — at  one 
place  a  vest,  at  another  a  shawl,  and  at  another 
a  turban — I  threw  off  my  dress  of  a  dervish, 
hastened  to  the  bath,  and  after  a  few  minutes 
under  the  barber,  came  out  like  a  butterfly 
from  its  dark  shell.  No  one  would  have  re- 
cognised in  the  spruce  young  Turk,  the  filthy 
dervish.  I  hastened  to  Constantinople,  where  I 
lived  gaily,  and  spent  my  money ;  but  I  found 
that  to  mix  in  the  world,  it  is  necessary  not 
only  to  have  an  attaghan,  but  also  to  have 
the  courage  to  use  it;  and  in  several  broils 
which  took  place,  from  my  too  frequent  use 
of  the    water    of   the    Ghiaour,  I    invariably 
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proved,  that  although  my  voice  was  that  of 
a  lion,  my  heart  was  but  as  water,  and  the 
finger  of  contempt  was  but  too  often  pointed 
at  the  beard  of  pretence.  One  evening,  as  I 
was  escaping  from  a  coffee-house,  after  having 
drawn  my  attaghan,  without  having  the  courage 
to  face  my  adversary,  I  received  a  blow  from 
his  weapon  which  cleft  my  turban,  and  cut 
deeply  into  my  head.  I  flew  through  the 
streets  upon  the  wings  of  fear,  and  at  last 
ran  against  an  unknown  object,  which  I  knocked 
down,  and  then  fell  alongside  of,  rolling  with 
it  in  the  mud.  I  recovered  myself,  and  look- 
ing at  it,  found  it  to  be  alive,  and,  in  the  excess 
of  my  alarm,  I  imagined  it  to  be  Shitan  him- 
self; but  if  not  the  devil  himself,  it  was  one 
of  the  sons  of  Shitan,  for  it  was  an  unbeliever, 
a  Ghiaour,  a  dog  to  spit  upon  ;  in  short,  it  was 
a  Frank  Hakim —so   renowned  for  curing  all 
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diseases,  that  it    was  said  he  was   assisted  by 
the  devil. 

''  Lahnet  be  shitan  !  Curses  on  the  devil."" 
said  Mustapha,  taking  his  pipe  out  of  his 
mouth  and  spitting. 

"  Wallah  Thaib  !  It  is  well  said,"  replied 
the  pacha. 

I  was  so  convinced  that  it  was  nothing  of  this 
world,  that,  as  soon  as  I  could  recover  my  legs, 
I  made  a  blow  at  him  with  my  attaghan,  fully 
expecting  that  he  would  disappear  in  a  flame 
of  fire  at  the  touch  of  a  true  believer ;  but  on 
the  contrary,  he  had  also  recovered  his  legs, 
and  with  a  large  cane  with  a  gold  top  on  it,  he 
parried  my  cut,  and  then  saluted  me  with  such 
a  blow  on  my  head,  that  I  again  fell  down  in 
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the  mud,  quite  insensible.  When  I  recovered, 
I  found  myself  on  a  mat  in  an  outhouse,  and 
attended  by  my  opponent,  who  was  plastering 
up  my  head.  "  It  is  nothing,"  said  he,  as  he 
bound  up  my  head ;  but  I  suffered  so  much 
pain,  and  felt  so  weak  with  loss  of  blood,  that 
in  spite  of  his  assertions,  I  very  much  doubted 
the  fact.  Shall  I  describe  this  son  of  Jehanum? 
And  when  I  do  so,  will  not  your  highness 
doubt  the  fact  ?  Be  chesm,  upon  my  head  be  it, 
if  I  lie.  He  was  less  than  a  man,  for  he  had  no 
beard  ;  he  had  noturban,  but  apiece  of  network, 
covered  with  the  hair  of  other  men  in  their  tombs, 
which  he  sprinkled  with  the  flour  from  the 
bakers,  every  morning,  to  feed  his  brain.  He 
wore  round  his  neck  a  piece  of  linen,  tight  as  a 
bowstring,  to  prevent  his  head  being  taken  off 
by    any    devout  true    believer,  as   he   walked 
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through  the  street.  His  dress  was  of  the  colour 
of  hell,  black,  and  bound  closely  to  his  body, 
yet  must  he  have  been  a  great  man  in  his  own 
country,  for  he  was  evidently  a  pacha  of  two 
tails,  which  were  hanging  behind  him.  He 
was  a  dreadful  man  to  look  upon,  and  feared 
nothing;  he  walked  into  the  house  of  pestilence 
— he  handled  those  whom  Allah  had  visited 
with  the  plague — he  went  to  tlie  bed,  and  the 
sick  rose  and  walked.  He  warred  with  destiny; 
and  no  man  dould  say  what  was  his  fate  until 
the  Hakim  had  decided.  He  held  in  his  hand 
the  key  of  the  portal,  which  opened  into  the 
regions  of  death;  and — what  can  I  say  more? 
he  said  live,  and  the  believer  lived  ;  he  said 
die,  and  the  houris  received  him  into  paradise. 

"  A  yesedi !  a  worshipper  of  the  devil,"  ex- 
claimed Mustapha. 
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'*  May  he  and  his  father'*s  grave  be  eternally 
defiled  !"  responded  the  pacha. 

I  remained  a  fortnight  under  the  Hakim's 
hands  before  I  was  well  enough  to  walk  about ; 
and  when  I  had  reflected,  I  doubted  whether 
it  would  not  be  wiser  to  embrace  a  more  peace- 
ful profession.  The  Hakim  spoke  our  language 
well,  and  one  day  said  to  me,  "  Thou  art 
more  fit  to  cure  than  to  give  wounds.  Thou 
shalt  assist  me,  for  he  who  is  now  with  me 
will  not  remain."  I  consented,  and  putting 
on  a  more  peaceful  garb,  continued  many 
months  with  the  Frank  physician,  travelling 
every  where,  but  seldom  remaining  long  in 
one  place ;  he  followed  disease  instead  of 
flying  from  it,  and  I  had  my  doubts  whether, 
from  constant  attendance  upon  the  dying,  I 
might   not  die  myself,  and  I  resolved  to  quit 
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him  the  first  favourable  opportunity.  I  had 
already  learnt  many  wonderful  things  from  him; 
that  blood  was  necessary  to  life,  and  that 
without  breath  a  man  would  die,  and  that 
white  powders  cured  fevers,  and  black  drops 
stopped  the  dysentery.  At  last  we  arrived  in 
this  town,  and  the  other  day,  as  I  was  pound- 
ing the  drug  of  reflection  in  the  mortar  of 
patience,  the  physician  desired  me  to  bring  his 
lancets,  and  to  follow  him.  I  paced  through 
the  streets  behind  the  learned  Hakim,  until 
we  arrived  at  a  mean  house,  in  an  obscure 
quarter  of  this  grand  city,  over  which  your 
highness  reigns  in  justice.  An  old  woman, 
full  of  lamentation,  led  us  to  the  sick  couch, 
where  lay  a  creature,  beautiful  in  shape  as  a 
houri.  The  Frank  physician  was  desired  by 
the  old  woman  to  feel  her  pulse  through  the 
curtain,  but  he  laughed  at  her  beard,  (for  she 
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had  no  small  one,)  and  drew  aside  the  curtains 
and  took  hold  of  a  hand  so  small  and  so  delicate, 
that  it  were  only  fit  to  feed  the  prophet  himself 
near  the  throne  of  the  angel  Gabriel,  with  the 
immortal  pilau  prepared  for  true  believers. 
Her  face  was  covered,  and  the  Frank  desired 
the  veil  to  be  removed.  The  old  woman  re- 
fused, and  he  turned  on  his  heel  to  leave  her 
to  the  assaults  of  death.  The  old  woman's  love 
for  her  child  conquered  her  religious  scruples, 
and  she  consented  that  her  daughter  should 
unveil  to  an  unbeliever.  I  was  in  ecstasy  at  her 
charms,  and  could  have  asked  her  for  a  wife ; 
but  the  Frank  only  asked  to  see  her  tongue. 
Having  looked  at  it,  he  turned  away  with  as 
much  indifference  as  if  it  had  been  a  dying 
dog.  He  desired  me  to  bind  up  her  arm, 
and  took  away  a  bason  full  of  her  golden  blood, 
and  then  put  a  white  powder   into  the  hands 
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of  the  old  woman,  saying  that  he  would  see 
her  again.  I  held  out  my  hand  for  the  gold, 
but  there  was  none  forthcoming. 

"  We  are  poor,''  cried  the  old  woman,  to  the 
Hakim,  but  "  God  is  great." 

"  I  do  not  want  your  money,  good  woman," 
replied  he ;  "I  will  cure  your  daughter." 
Then  he  went  to  the  bedside  and  spoke  comfort 
to  the  sick  girl,  telling  her  to  be  of  good 
courage,  and  all  would  be  well. 

The  girl  answered  in  a  voice  sweeter  than 
a  nightingale's,  that  she  had  but  thanks  to  offer 
in  return,  and  prayers  to  the  Most  High. 
"  Yes,"  said  the  old  woman,  raising  her  voice, 
'*  a  scoundrel  of  a  howling  dervish  robbed  me 
at  Scutari  of  all  I  had  for  my  subsistence,  and 
of  my  daughter's  portion,  seven  hundred  se- 
quins, in  a  goatVskin  bag!"  and  then  she 
began  to  curse.     May  the  dogs   of   the   city 
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howl  at  her  ugliness !  How  she  did  curse  ! 
She  cursed  my  father  and  mother — she  cursed 
their  graves — flung  dirt  upon  my  brothers 
and  sisters,  and  filth  upon  the  whole  genera- 
tion. She  gave  me  up  to  Jehanum,  and  to 
every  species  of  defilement.  It  was  a  dreadful 
thing  to  hear  that  old  woman  curse.  I  pulled 
my  turban  over  my  eyes,  that  she  might  not 
recognise  me,  and  lifted  up  my  garment  to 
cover  my  face,  that  I  might  not  be  defiled  with 
the  shower  of  curses  which  were  thrown  at  me 
like  mud,  and  sat  there  watching  till  the  storm 
was  over.  Unfortunately,  in  lifting  up  my 
ga;rment,  I  exposed  to  the  view  of  the  old  hag 
the  cursed  goatVskin  bag,  which  hung  at  my 
girdle,  and  contained,  not  only  her  money,  but 
the  remainder  of  my  own.  "  Mashallah  — how 
wonderful  is  God  !"  screamed  the  old  beldame, 
flying  at  me  like  a  tigress,  and  clutching  the 
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bag  from  my  girdle.  Having  secured  that,  she 
darted  at  me  with  her  ten  nails,  and  scored  down 
my  face,  which  I  had  so  unfortunately  covered 
in  the  first  instance,  and  so  unfortunately  un- 
covered in  the  second.  What  shall  I  say 
more  ?  The  neighbours  came  in — I  was  hur- 
ried before  the  cadi,  in  company  with  the  old 
woman  and  the  Frank  physician.  The  money 
and  bag  were  taken  from  me — I  was  dismissed 
by  the  Hakim,  and  after  receiving  one  hundred 
blows  from  the  ferashes,  I  was  dismissed  by 
the  cadi.  It  was  my  fate — and  I  have  told  my 
story.     Is  your  slave  dismissed  ? 

"No,"  replied  the  pacha;  "by  our  beard, 
we  must  see  to  this,  Mustapha;  say,  Hudusi, 
what  was  the  decision  of  the  cadi  ?  Our  ears 
are  open." 

c2 
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"  The  cadi  decided  as  follows : — That  I  had 
stolen  the  money,  and  therefore  I  was  punished 
with  the  bastinado;  but,  as  the  old  woman 
stated  that  the  bag  contained  seven  hundred 
sequins,  and  there  were  found  in  it  upwards  of 
eleven  hundred,  that  the  money  could  not  be- 
long to  her.  He  therefore  retained  it  until 
he  could  find  the  right  owner.  The  physician 
was  fined  fifty  sequins  for  looking  at  a  Turkish 
woman,  and  fifty  more  for  shrugging  up  his 
shoulders.  The  girl  was  ordered  into  the 
cadi's  harem,  because  she  had  lost  her  dowry  ; 
and  the  old  woman  was  sent  about  her  business. 
All  present  declared  that  the  sentence  was 
wisdom  itself;  but,  for  my  part,  /  very  much 
doubted  the  fact. ""^ 

"  Mustapha,"  said  the  pacha,  "  send  for  the 
cadi,  the  Frank  physician,  the  old  woman,  the 
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girl,  and  the  goat's-skin  bag ;  we  must  examine 
into  this  affair." 

The  officers  were  dispatched,  and  in  less  than 
an  hour,  during  which  the  pacha  and  his  vizier 
smoked  in  silence,  the  cadi  with  the  others  made 
their  appearance. 

"  May  your  highnesses  shadow  never  be  less !" 
said  the  cadi,  as  he  entered. 

"  Mobarek  !  may  you  be  fortunate  !"  replied 
the  pacha.  "What  is  this  we  hear,  cadi? 
there  is  a  goat's-skin  bag,  and  a  girl,  that  are 
not  known  to  our  justice.  Are  there  secrets 
like  those  hid  in  the  well  of  Kashan — speak ! 
what  dirt  have  you  been  eating  P*"' 

"  What  shall  I  say  P''  replied  the  cadi ;  "  I 
am  but  as  dirt ;  the  money  is  here,  and  the 
girl  is  here.  Is  the  pacha  to  be  troubled  with 
every  woman's  noise,  or  am  I  come  before  him 
with  a  piece  or  two  of  gold — Min  Allah — God 
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forbid !  Have  I  not  here  the  money,  and 
seven  more  purses  9  Was  not  the  girl  visited 
by  the  angel  of  death  ;  and  could  she  appear 
before  your  presence  lean  as  a  dog  in  the  ba- 
zaar ?  Is  she  not  here  ?  Have  I  spoken 
well  ?" 

"It  is  well  said,  cadi.  Murakhas — you  are 
dismissed.'' 

The  Frank  physician  was  then  lined  one 
hundred  sequins  more ;  fifty  for  feeling  the 
pulse,  and  fifty  more  for  looking  at  a  Turkish 
woman's  tongue.  The  young  woman  was  dis- 
missed to  the  pacha's  harem,  the  old  woman 
to  curse  as  much  as  she  pleased,  and  Hudusi 
with  full  permission  to  doubt  any  thing  but 
the  justice  of  the  pacha. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


"  Mashallah  \  God  be  praised  !  we  are  rid  of 
that  fellow  and  his  doubts.  I  have  been  think- 
ing, Mustapha,  as  I  smoked  the  pipe  of  sur- 
mise, and  arrived  at  the  ashes  of  certainty, 
that  a  man  who  had  so  many  doubts,  could 
not  be  a  true  believer.  I  wish  I  had  sent 
him  to  the  mollahs;  we  might  have  been 
amused  with  his  being  impaled,  which  is  a 
rare  object,  now-a-days."" 
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"  God  is  great,"  replied  Mustapha,  "  and 
a  stake  is  a  strong  argument,  and  would  re- 
move many  doubts.  But  I  have  an  infidel  in 
the  court-yard  who  telleth  of  strange  things. 
He  hath  been  caught  like  a  wild  beast ;  it  is 
a  Frank  Galiongi,  who  hath  travelled  as  far  as 
that  son  of  Shitan,  Huckaback ;  he  was  found 
in  the  streets,  overpowered  by  the  forbidden 
juice,  after  having  beaten  many  of  your  high- 
nesses subjects,  and  the  cadi  would  have  ad- 
ministered the  bamboo,  but  he  was  as  a  lion, 
and  he  scattered  the  slaves  as  chaff,  until  he 
fell,  and  could  not  rise  again.  I  have  taken 
him  from  the  cadi,  and  brought  him  here. 
He  speaketh  but  the  Prankish  tongue,  but  the 
sun  who  shineth  on  me  knoweth  I  have  been 
in  the  Frank  country,  and  Inshallah  !  please 
the  Lord,  I  can  interpret  his  meaning." 
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"  What  sort  of  a  man  may  he  be,  Musta- 
pha  ?" 

"  He  is  a  baj  baj— a  big  belly — a  stout 
man  ;  he  is  an  Anhunkher,  a  swallower  of  iron, 
He  hath  sailed  in  the  war  vessels  of  the 
Franks.  He  holdeth  in  one  hand  a  bottle  of 
the  forbidden  liquor,  in  the  other,  he  shakes 
at  those  who  would  examine  him,  a  thick  stick. 
He  hath  a  large  handful  of  the  precious  weed 
which  we  use  for  oui;  pipes  in  one  of  his 
cheeks,  and  his  hair  is  hanging  behind  down 
to  his  waist  in  a  rolled  up  mass,  as  thick  as 
the  arm  of  your  slave." 

"  It  is  well — we  will  admit  him ;  but  let 
there  be  armed  men  at  hand.  Let  me  have 
a  full  pipe!  God  is  great,"  continued  the 
pacha,  holding  out  his  glass  to  be  filled ; 
"and  the  bottle  is  nearly  empty.  Place  the 
guards,  and  bring  in  the  infidel." 

c  5 
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The  guards  in  a  few  minutes  brought  into 
the  presence  of  the  pacha,  a  stout-built  English 
sailor,  in  the  usual  dress,  and  with  a  tail  which 
hung  down  behind,  below  his  waist.  The 
sailor  did  not  appear  to  like  his  treatment,  and 
every  now  and  then,  as  they  pushed  and 
dragged  him  in,  turned  to  one  side  or  the 
other,  looking  daggers  at  those  who  conducted 
him.  He  was  sober,  although  his  eyes  bore 
testimony  to  recent  intoxication,  and  his  face, 
which  was  manly  and  handsome,  was  much 
disfigured  by  an  enormous  quid  of  tobacco  in 
his  right  cheek,  which  gave  him  an  appearance 
of  natural  deformity.  As  soon  as  he  was  near 
enough  to  the  pacha,  the  attendants  let  him 
go.  Jack  shook  his  jacket,  hitched  up  his 
trowsers,  and  said,  looking  furiously  at  them, 
"  Well,  you  beggars,  have  you  done  with  me 
at  last  ?" 
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Mustapha  addressed  the  sailor  in  English, 
telling  him  that  he  was  in  the  presence  of  his 
highness  the  pacha.  , 

"  What,  that  old  chap,  muffled  up  in  shawls 
and  furs — is  he  the  pacha?  Well,  I  don't 
think  much  o'  he ;"  and  the  sailor  turned  his 
eyes  round  the  room,  gaping  with  astonish- 
ment, and  perfectly  unmindful  how  very  near 
he  was  to  one  who  could  cut  off  his  head  or 
his  tail,  by  a  single  movement  of  his  hand. 

"  What  sayeth  the  Frank,  Mustapha  ?"  in- 
quired the  pacha. 

"  He  is  struck  dumb  with  astonishment  at 
the  splendour  of  your  majesty,  and  all  that  he 
beholds." 

"  It  is  well  said,  by  Allah  !'' 

*'  I  suppose  I  may  just  as  well  come  to  an 
anchor,"  said  the  sailor,  suiting  the  action  to 
the  word,  and   dropping  down   on    the    mats. 
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"  There,"  continued  he,  folding  his  legs  in 
imitation  of  the  Turks,  "  as  it's  the  fashion  to 
have  a  cross  in  your  hawse,  in  this  here  country, 
I  can  be  a  bit  of  a  lubber  as  well  as  yourselves. 
I  wouldn't  mind  if  I  blew  a  cloud,  as  well  as 
you,  old  fusty-musty." 

**  What  does  the  Giaour  say  ?  What  son  of 
a  dog  is  this,  to  sit  in  our  presence  ?"  exclaimed 
the  pacha. 

"  He  saith,"  replied  Mustapha,  "  that  in  his 
country,  no  one  dare  stand  in  the  presence  of 
the  Frankish  king ;  and,  overcome  by  his  humi- 
lity, his  legs  refuse  their  office,  and  he  sinks 
to  the  dust  before  you.  It  is  even  as  he  sayeth, 
for  I  have  travelled  in  their  country,  and 
such  is  the  custom  of  that  uncivilized  nation. 
Mashallah  !  but  he  lives  in  awe  and  trem- 
bling." 

"  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet,  he  does  not 
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appear  to  show  it  outwardly,''  replied  the 
pacha ;  "  but  that  may  be  the  custom  also." 

"  Be  chesm,  on  my  eyes  be  it,  replied  Mus- 
tapha,  '*  it  is  even  so.  Frank,''  said  Mustapha, 
"  the  pacha  has  sent  for  you  that  he  may  hear 
an  account  of  all  the  wonderful  things  which 
you  have  seen.  You  must  tell  lies,  and  you 
will  have  gold." 

"  Tell  lies  !  that  is,  spin  a  yarn  ;  well,  I  can 
do  that,  but  my  mouth's  baked  with  thirst,  and 
without  a  drop  of  something,  the  devil  a  yarn 
from  me,  and  so  you  may  tell  the  old  Billy-goat, 
perched  up  there." 

"  What  sayeth  the  son  of  Shitan .?"  demanded 
the  pacha,  impatiently. 

"  The  unbeliever  declareth  that  his  tongue 
is  glued  to  his  mouth  from  the  terror  of 
your  highness's  presence.      He  fainteth  after 
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water  to  restore  him,  and  enable  him  to 
speak." 

"  Let  him  be  fed,""  rejoined  the  pacha. 

But  Mustapha  had  heard  enough  to  know 
that  the  sailor  would  not  be  content  with  the 
pure  element.  He  therefore  continued,  "  Your 
slave  must  tell  you,  that  in  the  country  of  the 
Franks,  they  drink  nothing  but  the  fire  water, 
in  which  the  true  believers  but  occasionally  ven- 
ture to  indulge." 

"  Allah  acbar !  nothing  but  fire  water  ? 
What  then  do  they  do  with  common  water  ?" 

"  They  have  none  but  from  heaven — the 
rivers  are  all  of  the  same  strength." 

"  Mashallah,  how  wonderful  is  God  !  I 
would  we  had  a  river  here.  Let  some  be  pro- 
cured, then,  for  I  wish  to  hear  his  story." 

A  bottle  of  brandy  was  sent  for,  and  handed 
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to  the  sailor,  who  put  it  to  his  mouth,  and  the 
quantity  he  took  of  it  before  he  removed  the 
bottle  to  recover  his  breath,  fully  convinced  the 
pacha  that  Mustapha's  assertions  were  true. 

"Come,  that's  not  so  bad,"  said  the  sailor, 
putting  the  bottle  down  between  his  legs ; 
"  and  now  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word,  and  TU 
spin  old  Billy  a  yarn  as  long  as  the  maintop- 
bowling." 

"  What  sayeth  the  Giaour  ?"  interrupted  the 
pacha. 

"  That  he  is  about  to  lay  at  your  highnesses 
feet  the  wonderful  events  of  his  life,  and  trusts 
that  his  face  will  be  whitened  before  he  quits 
your  sublime  presence.  Frank,  you  may  pro- 
ceed." 

"  To  lie  till  I'm  black  in  the  face— well, 
since  you  wish  it ;  but  old  chap,  my  name  aVnt 
Frank.     It  happens  to  be  Bill ;  howsomever, 
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it  warn't  a  bad  guess  for  a  Turk ;  and  now  I'm 
here,  I'd  just  like  to  ax  you  a  question.  We 
had  a  bit  of  a  hargument  the  other  day,  when 
I  was  in  a  frigate  up  the  Dardanelles,  as  to  what 
your  religion  might  be.  Jack  Soames  said 
that  you  warn't  Christians,  but  that  if  you 
were,  you  could  only  be  Catholics ;  but  I  don't 
know  how  he  could  know  any  thing  about  it,  see- 
ing that  he  had  not  been  more  than  seven  weeks 
on  board  of  a  man  of  war.  What  may  you  be 
— if  I  may  make  so  bold  as  to  ax  the  question  ?"" 

"  What  does  he  say  ?"  inquired  the  pacha, 
impatiently. 

"  He  says,"  interrupted  Mustapha,  "  that 
he  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  born  in  the 
country  of  the  true  believers,  but  in  an  island 
full  of  fog  and  mist,  where  the  sun  never 
shines,  and  the  cold  is  so  intense,  that  the 
water  from  heaven  is  hard  and  cold  as  a 
flint." 
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"  That  accounts  for  their  not  drinking 
it.  Mashallah,  God  is  great !  Let  him  pro- 
ceed." 

"  The  pacha  desires  me  to  say,  that  our  re- 
ligion is,  that  there  is  but  one  God,  and  Maho- 
met is  his  prophet,  and  begs  that  you  will  go 
on  with  your  story." 

"  Never  heard  of  the  chap — never  mind — 
here's  saw  wood." 
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I  was  born  at  Shields,  and  bred  to  the  sea, 
served  my  time  out  of  that  port,  and  got  a 
berth  on  board  a  small  vessel  fitted  out  from 
Liverpool  for  the  slave  trade.  We  made  the 
coast,  unstowed  our  beads,  spirits,  and  gun- 
powder, and  very  soon  had  a  cargo  on  board  ; 
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but  the  day  after  we  sailed  for  the  Havannah, 
the  dysentery  broke  out  among  the  niggers — 
no  wonder,  seeing  how  they  were  stowed,  poov  > 
devils,  head  and  tail,  like  pilchards  in  a  cask. 
We  opened  the  hatches,  and  brought  part  of 
them  on  deck,  but  it  was  no  use,  they  died  like 
rotten  sheep,  and  we  tossed  overboard  about 
thirty  a  day.  Many  others,  who  were  alive, 
jumped  overboard,  and  we  were  followed  by  a 
shoal  of  sharks,  splashing,  and  darting,  and 
diving,  and  tearing  the  bodies,  yet  warm,  and 
revelling  in  the  hot  and  bloody  water.  At  last 
they  were  all  gone,  and  we  turned  back  to  the 
coast  to  get  a  fresh  supply.  We  were  within  a 
day's  sail  of  the  land,  when  we  saw  two  boats 
on  our  weather  bow ;  they  made  signals  to  us, 
and  we  found  them  to  be  full  of  men  ;  we  hove 
to,  and  took  them  on  board,  and  then  it  was 
that   we    discovered   that  they    had   belonged 
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to  a  French  schooner,  in  the  same  trade, 
which  had  started  a  plank,  and  had  gone 
down  like  a  shot,  with  all  the  niggers  in  the 
hold. 

"  Now,  give  the  old  gentleman  the  small 
change  of  that,  while  I  just  whet  my  whistle." 

Mustapha  having  interpreted,  and  the 
sailor  having  taken  a  swig  at  the  bottle,  he 
proceeded. 

We  didn't  much  like  having  these  French 
beggars  on  board,  and  it  wasn't  without  reason, 
for  they  were  as  many  as  we  were.  The  very 
first  night  they  were  overheard  by  a  negro  who 
belonged  to  us,  and  had  learnt  French,  making 
a  plan  for  overpowering  us,  and  taking  posses- 
sion of  the  vessel ;  so  when  we  heard  that,  their 
doom  was  sealed.     We  mustered  ourselves  on 
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deck,  put  the  hatches  over  some  o**  the  French, 
seized  those  on  deck,  and— in  half  an  hour,  they 
all  walked  a  plank. 

"  I  do  not  understand  what  you  mean,"  said 
Mustapha. 

That's  'cause  you're  a  lubber  of  a  landsman. 
The  long  and  short  of  walking  a  plank  is  just 
this.  We  passed  a  wide  plank  over  the  gunnel, 
greasing  it  well  at  the  outer  end,  led  the 
Frenchmen  up  to  it  blindfolded,  and  wished 
them  "  bon  voyage"  in  their  own  lingo,  just 
out  of  politeness.  They  walked  on  till  they 
toppled  into  the  sea,  and  the  sharks  didn't 
refuse  them,  though  they  prefer  a  nigger  to  any 
thing  else. 

"  What  does  he  say,  Mustapha  ?"  interrupted 
the  pacha.     Mustapha  interpreted. 
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"  Good  ;  I  should  like  to  have  seen  that,"  re- 
plied the  pacha. 

Well,  as  soon  as  we  were  rid  of  the  French- 
men, we  made  our  port,  and  soon  had  another 
cargo  on  board,  and  after  a  good  run,  got  safe 
to  the  Havannah,  where  we  sold  our  slaves ; 
but  I  didn't  much  like  the  sarvice,  so  I  cut  the 
schooner,  and  sailed  home  in  summer,  and  got 
back  safe  to  England.  There  I  fell  in  with 
Betsey,  and  as  she  proved  a  regular  out  and 
outer,  I  spliced  her ;  and  a  famous  wedding  we 
had  of  it,  as  long  as  the  rhino  lasted ;  but  that 
wasn't  long,  the  mor'e's  the  pity  ;  so  I  went  to 
sea  for  more.  When  I  came  back  after  my  trip,  I 
found  that  Bet  hadn't  behaved  quite  so  well  as 
she  might  have  done,  so  I  cut  my  stick,  and 
went  away  from  her  altogether. 
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"Why  didn't  you  put  her  in  a  sack?"  in- 
quired the  pacha,  when  Mustapha  explained. 

"  Put  her  head  in  a  bag — no,  she  wasn't  so 
ugly  as  all  that,""  replied  the  sailor.  "  PIow- 
somever,  to  coil  away." 

I  joined  a  privateer  brig,  and  after  three 
cruizes  I  had  plenty  of  money,  and  determined 
to  have  another  spell  on  shore,  that  I  might  get 
rid  of  it.  Then  I  picked  up  Sue,  and  spliced 
again ;  but,  Lord  bless  your  heart,  she  turned 
out  a  regular-built  tartar — nothing  but  fight 
fight,  scratch  scratch,  all  day  long,  till  I  wished 
her  at  old  Scratch.  I  was  tired  of  her,  and  Sue 
had  taken  a  fancy  to  another  chap ;  so  says  she 
one  day,  "  As  we  both  be  of  the  same  mind, 
why  don't  you  sell  me,  and  then  \ve  may  part 
in  a  respectable  manner.*"  I  agrees,  and  I  puts 
a  halter  round  her  neck,  and  leads  her  to  the 
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market-place,  the  chap  following  to  buy 
her.     "  Who  bids  for  this  woman  ?'*  says  I. 

"  I  do,"  says  he. 

"  What  will  you  give  .?" 

*'  Half-a-crown,"  says  he. 

"  Will  you  throw  a  glass  of  grog  into  the 
bargain  ?'* 

"  Yes,*"  says  he. 

"  Then  she's  yours ;  and  I  wish  you  much 
joy  of  your  bargain."  So  I  hands  the  rope  to 
him,  and  he  leads  her  off. 

"  How  much  do  you  say  he  sold  his  wife 
for .?"  said  the  pacha  to  Mustapha,  when  this 
part  of  the  story  was  repeated  to  him. 

*'  A  piastre,  and  a  drink  of  the  fire  water," 
replied  the  vizier. 

'^  Ask  him  if  she  was  handsome.?"  said  the 
pacha. 
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"Handsome,"  replied  the  sailor  to  Mustapha's 
inquiry  ;  '*  yes,  she  was  as  pretty  a  craft  to  look 
at  as  you  may  set  your  eyes  upon ;  fine  round 
counter — clean  run — swelling  bows — good  fi- 
gure head,  and  hair  enough  for  a  mermaid." 

"  What  does  he  say .?""  inquired  the  pacha. 

"  The  Frank  declareth  that  her  eyes  were 
bright  as  those  of  the  gazelle — that  her  eye- 
brows were  as  one — her  waist  as  that  of  the 
Cyprus — her  face  as  the  full  moon,  and  that 
she  was  fat  as  the  houris  that  await  the  true 
believers." 

"  Mashallah  !  all  for  a  piastre.  Ask  him, 
Mustapha,  if  there  are  more  wives  to  be  sold  in 
that  country .?" 

"  More,"  replied  the  sailor  in  answer  to 
Mustapha ;  "  you  may  have  a  ship  full  in  an 
hour.  There's  many  a  fellow  in  England 
who  would  give  a  handful  of  coin  to  get  rid  of 
his  wife." 
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"  We  will  make  further  inquiry,  Mus- 
tapha ;  it  must  be  looked  to.  Say  I  not 
well  ?'" 

"  It  is  well  said,"*'  replied  Mustapha.  "  My 
heart  is  burnt  as  roast  meat  at  the  recollection 
of  the  women  of  the  country ;  who  are,  in- 
deed, as  he  hkth  described,  houris  to  the 
sight.  Proceed,  Yaha  Bibi,  my  friend,  and  tell 
his— " 

"  Yaw  Bibby !  I  told  you  my  name  was 
Bill,  not  Bibby  ;  and  I  never  yaws  from  my 
course,  although  I  heaves  to  sometimes,  as  I 
do  now,  to  take  in  provisions."  The  sailor 
took  another  swig,  wiped  his  mouth  with  the 
back  of  his  hand,  and  continued.  "  Now  for  a 
good  lie." 

I  sailed  in  a  brig  for  the  Brazils,  and  a  gale 
came  on,  that  I  never  seed  the  like  of.     We 

VOL.  III.  p 
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were  obliged  to  have  three  men  stationed  to 
hold  the  captain's  hair  on  his  head,  and  a  little 
boy  was  blown  over  the  moon,  and  slid  down 
by  two  or  three  of  her  beams,  till  he  caught  the 
mainstay,  and  never  hurt  himself. 

**  Good,"  said  Mustapha,  who  interpreted. 
'*  By  the  beard  of 'the  prophet,  wonderful  !^' 
exclaimed  the  pacha. 

Well,  -the  gale  lasted  for  a  week,  and  at  last 
one  night,  when  I  was  at  the  helm,  we  dashed 
on  the  rocks  of  a  desolate  island.  I  was  pitched 
right  over  the  mountains,  and  fell  into  the  sea 
on  the  other  side  of  the  island.  I  swam  on 
shore,  and  got  into  a  cave,  where  I  fell  fast 
asleep.  The  next  morning  I  found  that  there 
was  nothing  to  eat  except  rats,  and  they  were 
plentiful ;  but  they  were  so  quick,  that  I  could 
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not  catch  them.  I  walked  about,  and  at  last 
discovered  a  great  many  rats  together ;  they 
were  at  a  spring  of  water,  the  only  one,  as  I 
afterwards  found,  on  the  island.  Rats  can't  do 
without  water;  and  I  thought  I  should  have 
them  there.  I  filled  up  the  spring,  all  but  a 
hole  which  I  sat  on  the  top  of.  When  the  rats 
came  again,  I  filled  my  mouth  with  water,  and 
held  it  wide  open  ;  they  ran  up  to  drink,  and  I 
caught  their  heads  in  my  teeth,  and  thus  1 
took  as  many  as  I  wished. 

"  Aferin,  excellent!*"  cried  the  pacha,  as  soon 
as  this  was  explained. 

Well,  at  last  a  vessel  took  me  off,  and  I 
wasn't  sorry  for  it,  for  raw  rats  are  not  very 
good  eating.     I'went  home  again,  and  I  hadn't 

*     D  2 
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been  on  shore  more  than  two  hours,  when 
who  should  I  see  but  my  first  wife,  Bet,  with  a 
robin-redbreast  in  tow.  "  That's  he  !''  says 
she.  I  gave  fight,  but  was  nabbed  and  put 
into  limbo,  to  be  tried  for  what  they  call  hig- 
gery,  or  having  a  wife  too  much. 

"  How  does  he  mean  ?  desire  him  to  explain,"" 
said  the  pacha,  after  Mustapha  had  conveyed 
the  intelligence.     Mustapha  obeyed. 

"  In  our  country  one  wife  is  considered  a 
man's  allowance ;  and  he  is  not  to  take  more, 
that  every  Jack  may  have  his  Jill.  I  had 
spliced  two,  so  they  tried  me,  and  sent  me  to 
Botany  Bay  for  life.'' 

This  explanation  puzzled  the  pacha.  "  How 
— what  sort  of  a  country  must  it  be,  when  a 
man   cannot    have     two    wives  .^^       Inshallah  I 
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please  the  Lord,  we  may  have  hundreds  in  our 
harem  !  Does  he  not  laugh  at  our  beards  with 
lies  ?     Is  this  not  all  hosh,  nothing  ?" 

"  It  is  even  so,  as  the  Frank  speaketh,"  re- 
plied Mustapha.  "The  king  of  the  country 
can  take  but  one  wife.  Be  chesm,  on  my  eyes 
be  it,  if  it  is  not  the  truth." 

"  Well,"  rejoined  the  pacha,  "  what  are  they 
but  infidels  ?  They  deserve  to  have  no  more. 
Houris  are  for  the  faithful.  May  their 
fathers'  graves  be  defiled  .  Let  the  Giaour  pro- 
ceed." 

Well,  I  was  started  for  the  other  side  of  the 
water,  and  got  there  safe  enough,  as  I  hope 
one  day  to  get  to  heaven,  wind  and  weather 
permitting:  but  I  had  no  idea  of  workino- 
without  pay,  so  one  fine  morning,  I  slipt  away 
into  the  woods,  where  I  remained  with  three  or 
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four  more  for  six  months.  We  lived  upon 
kangaroos,  and  another  odd  little  animal,  and 
got  on  pretty  well. 

'*  What  may  the  dish  of  kangaroos  be 
composed  of .?"  inquired  Mustapha,  in  obedience 
to  the  pacha. 

"  Tosed  of!  why  a  dish  of  kangaroos  be 
made  of  kangaroos  to  be  sure." 

But  I'll  be  dished  if  I  talked  about  any 
thing  but  the  animal,  which  we  had  some 
trouble  to  kill ;  for  it  stands  on  its  big  tail,  and 
fights  with  all  four  feet.  Moreover,  it  be  other- 
wise a  strange  beast ;  for  its  young  ones  pop 
out  of  its  stomach,  and  then  pop  in  again,  hav- 
ing a  place  there  on  purpose,  just  like  the 
great  hole  in  the  bow  of  a  timber  ship ;  and  as 
for  the   other   little   animal,   it   swims   in   the 


TALE    OF    THE    ENGLISH    SAILOR.  55 

ponds,  lays  eggs,  and  has  a  duck's  bill, 
yet  still  it  be  covered  all  over  with  hair  like  a 
beast. 

The  vizier  interrupted.  "  By  the  prophet, 
but  he  laughs  at  our  beards  !"  exclaimed'  the 
pacha  angrily.     "  These  are  foolish  lies."" 

"  You  must  not  tell  the  pacha  such  foolish 
lies.  He  will  be  angry,"  said  Mustapha.  "  Tell 
lies,  but  they  must  be  good  lies." 

"  Well,  I'll  be ;'  replied  the  sailor,  "  if 

the  old  beggar  don't  doubt  the  only  part 
which  is  true  out  of  the  whole  yarn.  Well,  I 
will  try  another  good  un  to  please  him." 

After  I  had  been  there  about  six  months 
I  was  tired,  and  as  there  was  only  twenty 
thousand  miles  between  that  country  and  my 
own,  I  determined  to  swim  back. 
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"  Mashallah  !  swim  back — how  many  thou- 
sand miles  ?''  exclaimed  Mu  staph  a. 

"  Only  twenty  thousand — a  mere  nothing/* 

So  one  fine  morning  I  throws  a  young  kan- 
garoo on  my  shoulder,  and  off  I  starts.  I 
swam  for  three  months,  night  and  day,  and 
then  feeling  a  little  tired,  I  laid  to  on  my  back, 
and  then  I  set  off  again ;  but  by  this  time  I 
was  so  covered  with  barnacles,  that  I  made  but 
little  way.  So  I  stopped  at  Ascension,  scraped 
and  cleaned  myself,  and  then,  after  feeding  for 
a  week  on  turtle,  just  to  keep  the  scurvy  out  of 
my  bones,  T  set  off  again  ;  and  as  I  passed  the 
Gut,  I  thought  I  might  just  as  well  put  in 
here ;  and  here  I  arrived,  sure  enough,  yes- 
terday about  three  bells  in  the  morning 
watch,  after  a  voyage  of  five  months  and  three 
days. 
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When  Mustapha  translated  all  this  to  the 
pacha,  the  latter  was  lost  in  astonishment. 
"  Allah  Wakbar  !  God  is  every  where  !  Did 
you  ever  hear  of  such  a  swimmer  ?  Twenty 
thousand  miles — five  months  and  three  days . 
It  is  a  wonderful  story  !  Let  his  mouth  be 
filled  with  gold;' 

Mustapha  intimated  to  the  sailor  the  unex- 
pected compliment  about  to  be  conferred  on 
him,  just  as  he  had  finished  the  bottle,  and 
rolled  it  away  on  one  side.  "  Well,  that  be  a 
rum  way  of  paying  a  man.  I  have  heard  it 
said  that  a  fellow  pursed  up  his  mouth  ;  but  I 
never  afore  heard  of  a  mouth  being  a  purse. 
How  some  ver,  all's  one  for  that ;  only,  d'ye  see, 
if  you  are  about  to  stow  it  away  in  bulk,  it 
may  be  just  as  well  to  get  rid  of  the  dunnage." 
The  sailor  put  his  thumb  and  forefinger  into 
the  cheek,  and  pulled  out  his  enormous  quid  of 
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tobacco.  "  There  now,  I'm  ready,  and  don't 
be  afraid  of  choking  me."  One  of  the  attend- 
ants then  thrust  several  pieces  of  gold  into  the 
sailor''s  mouth,  who  spitting  them  all  out  into 
his  hat,  jumped  on  his  legs,  made  a  jerk  of  his 
head  with  a  kick  of  the  leg  behind  to  the  pacha ; 
and  declaring  that  he  was  the  funniest  old 
beggar  he  had  ever  fallen  in  with,  nodded  to 
Mustapha,  and  hastened  out  of  the  divan. 

"  Mashallah  !    but  he  swims  well,"  said  the 
pacha,  breaking  up  the  audience. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


The  departure  of  the  caravan  was  delayed  for 
two  or  three  days  by  the  vizier  upon  various  pre- 
texts— although  it  was  his  duty  to  render  it  every 
assistance— that  Menouni  might  afford  further 
amusement  to  the  pacha.  Menouni  was  well 
content  to  remain,  as  the  liberality  of  the 
pacha  was  not  to  be  fallen  in  with  every  day, 
and  the  next  evening  he  was  again  ushered  into 
the  sublime  presence. 
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''  Khosh  amedeid  !  you  are  welcome,"  said 
the  pacha,  as  Menouni  made  his  low  obeisance. 
"  Now  let  us  have  another  story,  I  don't 
care  how  long  it  is,  only  let  us  have  no  more 
princesses  to  be  married.  That  Babe-bi-bobu 
was  enough  to  tire  the  patience  of  a  dervish."' 

"  Your  sublime  highness  shall  be  obeyed," 
replied  Menouni.  "  Would  it  please  you  to 
to  hear  the  story  of  Yussuf,  the  Water- 
Carrier  ?" 

"  Yes,  that  sounds  better.  You  may  pro- 
<;eed." 

THE    WATER-CARRIER. 

May  it  please  your  highness,  it  so  happened 
that  the  great  Haroun  Alraschid  was  one  night 
seized  with  one  of  those  fits  of  sleepless  melan- 
choly with  which  it  had  pleased  Allah  to  temper 
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his  splendid  destiny,  and  which  fits  are,  indeed, 
the  common  lot  of  those  who  are  raised  by  for- 
tune above  the  ordinary  fears  and  vicissitudes 
of  life. 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  ever  have  them,"  ob- 
served the  pacha.     "  How  is  that,  Mustapha?'' 

"  Your  highness  has  as  undoubted  a  right 
to  them  as  the  great  caliph,"  replied  Mustapha, 
bowing,  "  but  if  I  may  venture  to  state  my 
opinion,"  continued  he,  drawing  down  to  the 
ear  of  the  pacha,  "  you  have  discovered  the 
remedy  for  them  in  the  strong  water  of  the 
Giaoury 

*'  Very  true,"  replied  the  pacha;  "  Haroun 
Alraschid,  if  I  recollect  right,  was  very  strict 
in  his  observances  of  the  precepts  of  the  Koran. 
After  all,  he  was  but  a  pastek — a  water-melon. 
You  may  proceed,  Menouni." 
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The  caliph,  oppressed,  as  I  before  observed 
to  your  highness,  with  this  fit  of  melancholy, 
despatched  Mesrour  for  his  chief  vizier,  Giaffar 
Bermukki,  who,  not  unaccustomed  to  this  noc- 
turnal summons,  speedily  presented  himself 
before  the  commander  of  the  faithful.  "  Father 
of  true  believers  !  descendant  of  the  prophet  !"" 
said  the  minister,  with  a  profound  obeisance, 
"  thy  slave  waits  but  to  hear,  and  hears  but  to 
obey.'" 

"  Giaffar,"  replied  the  caliph,  "  I  am  over- 
whelmed with  distressing  inquietude,  and 
would  fain  have  thee  devise  some  means  for 
my  relief.     Speak — what  sayest  thou  ?*" 

"  Hasten,  O  my  prince,  to  thy  favourite 
garden  of  the  Tierbar,  where,  gazing  on  the 
bright  moon,  and  listening  to  the  voice  of  the 
bul-bul,  you  will  await  in  pleasing  contempla- 
tion the  return  of  the  sun." 
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"  Not  SO,"  replied  the  caliph. 

"  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet !  the  caliph 
was  right,  and  that  GiafFar  was  a  fool.  I  never 
heard  that  staring  at  the  moon  was  an  amuse- 
ment before,"  observed  the  pacha. 

"  Not  so,"  urged  the  caliph.  "  My  gardens, 
my  palaces,  and  my  possessions,  are  no  more  to 
me  a  source  of  pleasure." 

"  By  the  sword  of  the  prophet !  now  the 
caliph  appears  to  be  the  fool,"  interrupted 
the  pacha. 

"  Shall  we  then  repair  to  the  Hall  of  the 
Ancients,  and  pass  the  night  in  reviving  the 
memory  of  the  wise,  whose  sayings  are  stored 
therein  ?"  continued  Giaffar. 
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"  Counsel  avails  not,"  replied  the  caliph; 
"  the  records  of  the  past  will  not  suffice  to 
banish  the  cares  of  the  present/' 

"  Then,"  said  the  vizier,  "  will  the  Light  of 
the  world  seek  refuge  from  his  troubles  in  a 
disguise,  and  go  forth  with  the  humblest  of  his 
slaves  to  witness  the  condition  of  his  people  ?" 

"  Thou  hast  said  well,"  replied  the  caliph ; 
"  I  will  go  with  thee  into  the  bazaar,  and 
witness  unknown  the  amusements  of  my  people 
after  the  labours  of  the  day." 

Mesrour,  the  chief  eunuch,  was  at  hand,  and 
hastened  for  the  needful  disguises.  After 
having  clad  themselves  as  merchants  of 
Moussul,  and  tinged  their  faces  of  an  olive 
hue,  the  caliph,  accompanied  by  GiafFar  and 
Mesrour,  the  latter  armed  with  a  scimitar, 
issued  forth  from  the  secret  door  of  the  sera- 
glio.    Giaffar,  who  knew  from  experience  the 
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quarter  likely  to  prove  most  fertile  in  adven- 
ture, led  the  caliph  past  the  mosque  of  Zobeide, 
and  crossing  the  Bridge  of  Boats  over  the 
Tigris,  continued  his  way  to  that  part  of  the 
cit}'  on  the  Mesopotamian  side  of  the  river, 
which  was  inhabited  by  the  wine-sellers  and 
others,  who  administered  to  the  irregularities, 
as  well  as  to  the  wants,  of  the  good  people  of 
Bagdad.  For  a  short  time  they  wandered  up 
and  down  without  meeting  anybody  ;  but  pass- 
ing through  a  narrow  alley,  their  steps  were 
arrested  by  the  sound  of  a  most  potent  pair  of 
lungs,  carolling  forth  a  jovial  song.  The 
caliph  waited  awhile  in  expectation  of  its 
ceasing ;  but  he  might  apparently  have  waited 
until  dawn  of  day,  for  verse  was  poured  forth 
after  verse;  a  small  interval  between  them 
filled  up  by  the  musical  gurgling  of  liquor 
from  a  bottle,  and  the  gulps  of  the  votary  of 
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Bacchus.  At  length,  his  patience  being  ex- 
hausted, the  caliph  ordered  Mesrour  to  knock 
loudly  at  the  singer's  dwelling.  Hearing  the 
noise,  the  fellow  opened  the  jalousie,  and  came 
out  into  the  verandah  above.  Looking  down, 
and  perceiving  the  three  interrupters  of  his 
mirth,  he  bawled  out — "  What  rascals  are  you 
that  disturb  an  honest  man  at  his  devotions  ? 
Begone  ! — fly  ! — away  with  you,  scum  of  the 
earth  !" 

"  Truly,  charitable  sir,"  replied  Giaffar  in  a 
humble  tone,  *'  we  are  distressed  merchants, 
strangers  in  this  city,  who  have  lost  our  way, 
and  fear  to  be  seized  by  the  watch — perhaps 
carried  before  the  cadi.  We  beseech  thee, 
therefore,  to  admit  us  within  thy  doors,  and 
Allah  will  reward  thy  humanity." 

"  Admit  you  within  my  doors ! — not  I, 
indeed.     What,  you  wish  to  get  into  my  house 
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to  gormandize  and  swill  at  my  expense.  Go — 
go!" 

The  caliph  laughed  heartily  at  this  reply,  and 
then  called  out  to  the  man,  "  Indeed  we  are 
merchants,  and  seek  but  for  shelter  till  the  hour 
of  prayer." 

*'  Tell  me,  then,"  replied  the  man,  "  and  mind 
you  tell  me  the  truth.  Have  you  eaten  and 
drunk  your  fill  for  the  night  ?" 

"  Thanks  and  praise  be  to  Allah,  we  have 
supped  long  since,  and  heartily,"  returned  the 
caliph. 

"  Since  that  is  the  case,  you  may  come  up, 
but  recollect  it  is  upon  one  condition,  that  you 
blind  yourselves  not  to  open  your  lips  whatever 
you  may  see  me  do;  no  matter  whether  it 
please  you  or  not." 

"  What  you  desire  is  so  reasonable,"  called 
out  the  caliph,  that  we  should  be  ignorant  as 
Yaboos,  if  we  did  not  at  once  comply." 
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The  man  gave  one  more  scrutinizing  glance 
at  the  pretended  merchants,  and  then,  as  if 
satisfied,  descended  and  opened  his  door.  The 
caliph  and  his  attendants  followed  him  up  to 
his  room,  where  they  found  a  table  laid  out  for 
supper,  on  which  was  a  large  pitcher  of  wine, 
half  a  roasted  kid,  a  bottle  of  rakee,  preserves, 
confections,  and  various  kinds  of  fruit ;  odori- 
ferous flowers  were  also  on  the  table,  and  the 
lighting  up  of  the  room  was  brilliant.  The 
host,  immediately  on  their  entering,  tossed  off 
a  bumper  of  wine,  as  if  to  make  up  for  the 
time  he  had  lost,  and  pointing  to  a  corner, 
bade  the  intruders  to  sit  down  there,  and  not 
to  disturb  him  any  more.  He  commenced  his 
solitary  feast,  and  after  another  bumper  of 
wine,  as  if  tired  of  his  own  company,  he 
gruffly  demanded,  "  Where  do  you  fellows 
come  from,  and  whither  are  you  going?" 

"  Sir,"  replied  Giaffar,  who  had  been  whis- 
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pering  with  the  caliph^  "  we  are  merchants  of 
Moussul,  who  have  been  to  an  entertainment 
at  the  country  seat  of  a  khan  of  Bagdad.  We 
feasted  well,  and  left  our  friend  just  as  the 
day  closed  in.  Whereupon  we  lost  our  way, 
and  found  ourselves  in  this  street ;  hearing  the 
musical  accents  of  your  voice,  we  exclaimed, 
'  Are  not  those  notes  delightful? — one  who 
has  so  sweet  a  voice,  must  be  equally  sweet 
in  disposition.  Let  us  entreat  the  hospitality 
of  our  brother  for  the  remainder  of  the  night, 
and  in  the  morning  we  will  depart  in  peace.'  " 

"  I  do  not  believe  a  word  that  you  have 
said,  you  ill-looking  thief.  You  are  spies  or 
thieves,  who  would  profit  by  getting  into 
people''s  houses  at  unseasonable  hours.  You, 
barrel-stomach,  you  with  whiskers  like  a  bear," 
continued  he,  to  the  vizier,  "  hang  me  if  ever 
I  saw  such  a  rascally  face  as  yours ;  and  you. 
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you  black-faced  nigger,  keep  the  whites  of  your 
eyes  off  my  supper  table,  or  by  Allah  I'll  send 
you  all  to  Jehanum.  I  see  you  are  longing  to 
^  put  your  fingers  on  the  kid;  but  if  you  do, 
I've  a  bone  softener,  which,  by  the  blessed 
prophet,- shall  break  every  bone  in  your  three 
skins."  So  saying,  the  man,  taking  a  large 
cudgel  from  the  corner  of  the  room,  laid  it  by 
the  dish  of  kid,  into  which  he  then  plunged 
his  fingers,  and  commenced  eating  heartily. 

''  Giaffar,"  said  the  caliph,  in  an  under  tone, 
^'  contrive  to  find  out  who  this  ferocious  animal 
may  be,  and  how  he  contrives  to  live  so 
merrily  ?" 

"  In  the  name  of  Allah,  let  us  leave  him 
alone,"  replied  Giaffar,  in  a  fright,  "  for  should 
he  strike  us  on  the  head  with  that  cudgel,  we 
should  be  dispatched  without  any  one  being 
the  wiser." 
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'^  Pish!  fear  nothing,"  replied  the  caliph. 
"  Ask  him  boldly  his  name  and  trade." 

"  Oh,  my  commander,''  replied  GiafFar,  "  to 
hear  is  but  to  obey,  yet  do  I  quake  most 
grievously  at  the  threats  of  this  villanous 
fellow.  I  entreat  thee  that  I  may  defer  any 
questions  until  wine  shall  have  softened  down 
his  temper." 

"  Thou  cowardly  vizier.  Must  I  then  in- 
terrogate him  myself?"  replied  the  caliph. 

""Allah  forbid,"  replied  GiaflPar;  «I  will 
myself  encounter  the  wrath  of  this  least  of  dogs, 
may  his  grave  be  defiled." 

During  this  parley,  their  host,  who  had 
become  more  good-humoured  in  his  cups,  cast 
his  eyes  upon  them. 

"  What  in  the  name  of  Shitan,  are  you  chaps 
prating  and  chatting  about .?"  inquired  he. 

Giaffar,  perceiving  him  in  a  more  favourable 
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mood,  seized  the  occasion  to  speak.  "  Most 
amiable  and  charitable  sir,"  replied  he,  "  we 
were  talking  of  your  great  liberality  and  kind- 
ness in  thus  permitting  us  to  intrude  upon 
your  revels.  We  only  request,  in  the  name  of 
friendship,  the  name  and  profession  of  so 
worthy  a  Mussulman,  that  we  may  remember 
him  in  our  prayers." 

"  Why,  thou  impudent  old  porpus ;  did  you 
not  promise  to  ask  no  questions  ?  In  the 
name  of  friendship  !  Truly  it  is  of  long  stand- 
ing." 

"  Still  I  pray  Allah  that  it  may  increase. 
Have  we  not  sat  a  considerable  time  in  your 
blessed  presence — have  you  not  given  us  re- 
fuge ?  All  we  now  ask  is  the  name  and  pro- 
fession of  one  so  amiable  and  so  kind-hearted  .^" 

••'  Enough,"  replied  the  host,  pacified  with 
the  pretended  humility  of  the  vizier.    "  Silence, 
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and  listen.  Do  you  see  that  skin  which  hangs 
over  my  head .?"  The  caliph  and  his  compa- 
nions looked  up  and  perceived  the  tanned  skin 
of  a  young  ox,  which  appeared  to  have  been 
used  for  carrying  water.  "It  is  that  by  which 
I  gain  my  daily  bread.  I  am  Yussuf,  son  of 
Aboo  Ayoub,  who  dying  some  five  years  ago, 
left  me  nothing  but  a  few  dirhems  and  this 
strong  carcass  of  mine,  by  which  to  gain  a 
livelihood.  I  was  always  fond  of  sports  and 
pastimes — overthrew  every  body  who  wrestled 
with  me;  nay,  the  man  who  affronts  me,  re- 
ceives a  box  on  the  ear  which  makes  it  ring 
for  a  week  afterwards." 

"  Allah  preserve  us  from  affronting  him," 
whispered  the  caliph. 

*'  When  old  Aboo  died,  I  perceived,  if  I 
did  not  speedily  turn  my  strength  to  some 
account,  I  should  starve ;  so  it  struck  me  that 
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there  were  no  people  more  merry  than  the 
water  carriers,  who  supply  for  a  few  paras  to 
the  houses  of  this  city  the  soft  water  of  the 
river.  I  resolved  to  become  one,  but  instead 
of  going  backwards  and  forwards  with  a  goat- 
skin on  my  shoulders,  I  went  down  to  the 
curriers,  and  selected  the  soft  skin  of  the 
young  ox  which  hangs  above  me,  fitted  it  to  my 
shoulders,  and  filling  it  at  the  river,  marched 
up  to  the  bazaar.  No  sooner  did  T  appear  than 
all  the  water-carriers  called  out,  *  That  villain, 
Yussuf,  is  about  to  take  away  our  bread. 
May  Shitan  seize  him.  Let  us  go  to  the  cadi 
and  complain.'  The  cadi  listened  to  their 
story,  for  they  accused  me  of  witchcraft,  saying 
that  no  five  men  could  lift  the  skin  when  it 
was  full.  He  sent  one  of  his  beeldars  to 
summon  me  before  him.  I  had  just  filled  my 
skin  at  the  river,   when  the  officer  came  from 
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this  distributor  of  bastinadoes.  I  followed 
him  to  the  court,  laden  as  I  was.  The  crowd 
opened  to  let  me  pass,  and  I  appeared  before 
the  cadi,  who  was  much  astonished  at  my 
showing  so  little  inconvenience  from  such  an 
enormous  burthen.  '  Oh !  Yussuf,'  cried  he, 
'  hear  and  answer ;  thou  art  accused  of  witch- 
craft.' '  Who  accuses  me,  O  cadi  V  replied 
I,  throwing  down  my  skin  of  water.  Where- 
upon two  hang-dogs  stepped  forward,  and  cried 
with  loud  voices,  '  Behold  us  here,  O  wise  and 
just  one.'  The  cadi  put  one  aside,  and 
questioned  the  other,  who  swore  on  the  book, 
that  the  devil  had  given  me  a  pig^s  skin,  and 
had  promised  that  as  long  as  I  served  the  fol- 
lowers of  the  Prophet  out  of  the  unclean 
vessel,  he  would  enable  me  to  carry  as  much 
as  ten  men.  The  second  witness  confirmed  this 
evidence,  and  added  that  he  heard  me  talking 
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with  the  devil,  who  offered  to  turn  himself 
into  a  yaboo,and  carry  water  for  me,  which  I  had 
civilly  declined,  for  what  reason  he  knew  not, 
as  he  did  not  hear  the  rest  of  the  conversation.' 
At  this  evidence,  the  cadi  and  mollahs 
who  sat  with  him,  turned  up  their  eyes  with 
horror,  and  proceeded  to  discuss  the  degree 
of  punishment,  which  so  enormous  a  crime 
deserved,  quite  forgetting  to  ask  me  if  I  had 
any  thing  to  offer  in  my  defence.  At  last  they 
settled  that,  as  a  commencement,  T  should  re- 
ceive five  hundred  bastinadoes  on  the  soles  of 
my  feet,  and  if  I  lived,  about  as  many  more  on 
my  belly.  The  cadi  was  about  to  pronounce 
his  irrevocable  fetva,  when  I  took  the  liberty 
of  interrupting  this  rapid  course  of  justice. 
'  O  cadi,'  said  I,  *  and  ye,  mollahs,  whose 
beards  drop  wisdom,  let  your  slave  offer,  at 
the  footstool  of  justice,  the  precious  proofs  of 


THE    WATER-CARRIER*  7*7 

innocence.'  '  Produce  them  quickly  then,  thou 
wedded  to  Shitan  and  Jehanum,'  replied  the 
cadi.  Whereupon  I  loosened  the  string  which 
attached  the  mouth,  and  allowed  all  the  water 
to  run  out  of  the  skin.  I  then  turned  the 
skin  inside  out,  and  showing  to  them  the  horns 
of  the  young  ox,  which  fortunately  I  had  not 
cut  off,  I  demanded  of  the  cadi  and  of  the 
mollahs,  if  any  of  them  had  ever  seen  a  pig 
with  horns.  At  this  they  every  one  fell  a 
laughing,  as  if  I  had  uttered  a  cream  of  a  joke. 
My  innocence  was  declared,  and  my  two  ac- 
cusers had  the  five  hundred  bastinadoes  shared 
between  them.  The  water-carriers  were  too 
much  alarmed  at  the  result  of  this  attempt,  to 
attack  me  any  more,  and  the  true  believers, 
from  the  notoriety  of  the  charge,  and  my  ac- 
quittal of  having  rendered  them  unclean,  from 
the  use  of  swinish  skin^  all  sought  my  custom. 
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In  short,  I  have  only  to  fill  my  skin,  to 
empty  it  again,  and  I  daily  realize  so  hand- 
some an  income  that  I  have  thrown  care  to  the 
dogs,  and  spend  in  jollity  every  night  what  I 
have  worked  hard  for,  every  day.  As  soon  as 
the  muezzin  calls  to  evening  prayers,  I  lay 
aside  my  skin,  betake  myself  to  the  mosque,^ 
perform  my  ablutions,  and  return  thanks  to 
Allah.  After  which  I  repair  to  the  bazaar, 
purchase  meat  with  one  dirhem,  rakee  with 
another,  others  go  for  fruit  and  flowers,  cakes, 
sweetmeats,  bread,  oils  for  my  lamps,  and 
the  remainder  I  spend  in  wine.  As  soon  as 
all  is  collected,  I  arrive  at  my  own  house, 
put  every  thing  in  order,  light  up  my  lamps 
and  enjoy  myself  after  my  own  fashion.  So 
now  you  know  all  I  choose  to  tell  you,  and 
whether  you  are  merchants  or  spies  in  dis- 
guise, I  care  not.  Be  satisfied  and  depart,  for 
the  dawn  is  here." 
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The  caliph,  who  had  been  much  amused 
with  Yussuf's  account  of  himself,  replied, 
"  In  truth,  you  are  a  wonderful  man,  and  it 
must  be  allowed  that,  in  separating  yourself 
from  your  fellows,  you  escape  many  troubles 
and  inconveniences." 

"  Ay,"  replied  Yussuf ;  "  thus  have  I  lived 
for  five  years.  Every  night  has  my  dwelling 
been  lighted  up  as  you  see  it,  and  my  fortunate 
stars  have  never  suffered  me  to  go  without 
meat  and  drink,  such  as  you  three  now  smell 
and  long  for,  but  shall  not  put  your  fingers 
to." 

"  But,  friend  Yussuf,"  observed  Giaffar, 
"  suppose  that  to-morrow,  the  caliph  should 
issue  a  decree,  putting  an  end  to  the  trade  of 
supplying  with  water,  and  declare  that  who- 
ever was  found  with  a  skin  full  should  be 
hanged.     In  such  a  case,  what  would  you   do  ? 
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You  could  not  light  up  your  lamps ;  you  could 
not  enjoy  your  kabobs  and  pillau,  neither 
would  you  be  able  to  purchase  fruits,  sweet- 
meats, or  a  drop  of  wine." 

"  May  Shitan  seize  your  unlucky  soul,  you 
tun-bellied  beast  of  ill-omen  !  for  the  bare  sup- 
position of  such  a  thing;  depart  —  depart 
quickly,  and  never  let  me  see  you  again." 

"  My  good  friend,  Yussuf,  I  did  but  jest ; 
five  years,  as  you  observe,  have  passed  away 
without  a  day's  intermission  of  your  enjoyment, 
nor  is  it  probable  that  the  caliph  will  ever 
issue  such  a  ridiculous  and  unheard-of  decree. 
I  only  observed,  that  supposing  he  did,  what 
could  you  do,  never  leaving  a  single  asper  for 
the  next  day's  provision  ?" 

At  the  repetition  of  the  vizier's  speech, 
Yussuf  became  highly  exasperated.  "  You 
dare  to  repeat  to  me  your  unlucky  words   and 
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ill-omens, — and  you  ask  me  what  I  shall  do! 
Now  hear  me :  by  the  beard  of  the  prophet, 
should  the  caliph  issue  such  a  decree,  with  this 
good  cudgel  I  will  search  all  Bagdad,  until  I  find 
you  all.  You,  and  you,"  continued  Yussuf, 
looking  fiercely  at  the  caliph  and  the  vizier, 
"  I  will  beat  until  you  are  as  black  as  he  is, 
(pointing  to  Mesrour,)  and  him  I  will  cudgel 
until  he  is  as  white  as  the  flesh  of  the  kid  I 
have  been  regaling  on.  Depart  at  once,  you 
shall  no  longer  pollute  my  roof."" 

The  caliph  was  so  much  diverted  with  the 
anger  of  Yussuf,  and  yet  in  such  dread  of 
showing  it,  that  he  was  obliged  to  thrust  the 
end  of  his  robe  into  his  mouth,  as  they  walked 
out  under  a  shower  of  curses  from  the  water- 
carrier. 

"  By  the  sword  of  the  prophet,  but  they  were 
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well  out  of  this  scrape  r  observed  the  pacha. 
"  May  the  grave  of  the  rascal's  mother  be  de- 
filed !  to  offer  to  cudgel  the  vice-regent  of  the 
prophet." 

"  The  caliph  was  in  disguise,  and  Yussuf 
knew  him  not/'  replied  Mustapha. 

"  Those  who  threaten  me  in  disguise,  will  find 
that  no  excuse,  we  swear  by  our  beard,*"  re- 
plied the  pacha.     *'  Proceed  Menouni." 

It  was  daylight  before  the  great  Haroun  re» 
entered  the  secret  gate  of  the  seraglio,  and 
retired  to  his  couch.  After  a  short  slumber  he 
arose,  performed  his  ablutions,  and  proceeded 
to  the  divan,  where  he  found  the  principal 
officers  of  his  court,  the  viziers,  omras,  and 
grandees,  assembled  to  receive  him  :  his  imagi- 
nation, however,  still  dwelt  upon  the  events  of 
the  preceding   night,    and   after   the   ordinary 
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business  of  the  day  had  been  transacted,  and 
the  petitioners  who  attended  had  been  dismissed, 
he  called  for  his  grand  vizier,  who  presented 
himself  with  the  customary  obeisances. 

"  GiafFar,'"''  said  the  caliph,  "  issue  a  decree  to 
the  governor  of  the  city  that  it  be  proclaimed 
throughout  the  streets  of  Bagdad,  that  no 
person  whatever,  shall,  for  the  space  of  three 
days,  carry  water  from  the  river  to  the  bazaars 
for  sale,  and  that  whoever  trespasses  shall  be 
hanged.'" 

The  governor,  Khalid  ben  Talid,  immedi- 
ately that  he  received  the  fetva,  took  the 
proper  measures  to  have  it  promulgated.  He- 
ralds were  despatched  throughout  the  various 
quarters  of  the  city,  who  proclaimed  the  will 
of  the  caliph.  The  people  wondered,  but  sub- 
mitted. 

Yussuf,     who   had    performed  his   morning 
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devotions,  had  reached  the  banks  of  the  Tigris, 
and  just  filled,  and  hoisted  on  his  shoulders, 
his  ox-skin  of  water,  when  the  appearance  of 
one  of  the  heralds  attracted  his  attention  :  he 
listened  to  the  legal  proclamation,  and  let  down 
his  ox-skin  with  a  curse  upon  all  merchants 
of  Moussul. 

"  Confusion  to  the  scoundrels,  who  last 
night  prophesied  such  an  unlucky  event !  If 
I  could  but  lay  hands  upon  them!''  exclaimed 
Yussuf.  "  They  did  but  hint  it,  and  behold 
it  is  done." 

Whilst  Yussuf  was  thus  lamenting  over  his 
empty  water-skin,  some  of  the  other  water- 
carriers  came  up,  and  began  to  console  him 
after  the  fashion  of  Job's  comforters. 

"  Surely,"  said  one,  "  you  need  not  be 
troubled  at  this  edict,  you  gain  more  than 
any  five  of  us  every   day,   and  you  have  no 
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wife  nor  child  to  provide  for.  But  I,  wretched 
man  that  I  am,  will  have  the  misery  of  be- 
holding my  wife  and  children  starving  before 
the  expiration  of  the  three  days." 

Another  said,  "^  Be  comforted,  Yussuf,  three 
days  will  soon  pass  away,  and  then  you  will 
relish  your  kabobs,  and  your  rakee,  your  sweet- 
meats and  your  wine,  with  greater  pleasure, 
having  been  so  long  deprived  of  them." 

''  Besides,"  added  a  third,  "  you  must  not 
forget,  Yussuf,  that  the  prophet  has  declared 
that  a  man  is  eternally  damned,  body  and  soul, 
who  is  constantly  drunk  as  you  are." 

These  observations  kindled  Yussufs  bile  to 
that  degree,  that  he  was  nearly  venting  his 
spleen  upon  his  sarcastic  consolers.  He  turned 
away,  however,  in  his  rage,  and  throwing  his 
empty  skin  over  his  shoulders,  proceeded  slowly 
towards  the  mosque  of  Zobeide,  cursing  as  he 
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went  along,  all  Moussul  merchants,  down  to  the 
fiftieth  generation.  Passing  the  great,  baths, 
he  was  accosted  by  one  of  the  attendants  with 
whom  he  was  intimate,  who  inquired,  why  he 
was  so  depressed  in  spirits. 

"  That  cold-blooded  caliph  of  ours,  Haroun 
Alraschid,  has  put  an  end  to  my  earnings  for 
three  days,  by  threatening  to  hang  any  water- 
carrier  who  shall  carry  his  load  to  the  bazaar. 
You  know,  my  friend,  that  I  never  have  put 
by  a  single  para,  and  I  fear  that  in  three 
days  my  carcase  will  become  shrivelled  with 
famine,  and  dried  up  for  the  want  of  a  cup  of 
rakee." 

"Which  thou  hast  often  divided  with  me 
before  now,"  replied  the  other ;  "  so  even  now 
will  I  divide  my  work  with  you,  Yussuf. 
Follow  me,  if  you  do  not  object  to  the  employ- 
ment, which  requires  little  more  than  strength, 
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and,  by  Allah,  you  have  that,  and  to  spare. 
Surely,  upon  a  pinch  like  this,  you  can  take 
up  a  hair-bag,  and  a  lump  of  soap,  and  scrub 
and  rub  the  bodies  of  the  true  believers. 
Those  hands  of  yours,  so  enormous  and  so  fleshy, 
are  well  calculated  to  knead  the  muscles  and 
twist  the  joints  of  the  faithful.  Come,  you 
shall  work  with  us  during  these  three  days  at 
the  hummaum,  and  then  you  can  return  to 
your  old  business." 

"  Thy  words  of  comfort  penetrate  deep  into 
my  bosom,"  replied  Yussuf,  *'  and  I  follow 
thee." 

The  bath  rubber  then  took  him  in,  bound  an 
apron  round  his  waist,  and  lent  him  a  bag, 
three  razors,  pumice-stone  for  scrubbing  the 
soles  of  the  feet,  a  hair  bag,  and  a  sponge. 
Having  caparisoned  and  furnished  him  with 
implements,  he  led  Yussuf  into  the  apartment 
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where  was  the  reservou*  of  hot  water,  and 
desired  him  to  wait  for  a  customer.  Yussuf 
had  not  long  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the 
marble  bath,  when  he  w^as  summoned  to  per- 
form his  duties  on  a  hadji  who,  covered  with 
dust  and  dirt,  had  evidently  just  returned  from 
a  tedious  pilgrimage. 

Yussuf  set  to  work  with  spirit ;  seizing  the 
applicant  with  one  hand,  he  stripped  him  with 
the  other,  and  first  operated  upon  the  shaven 
crown  with  his  razor.  The  hadji  was  delighted 
with  the  energy  of  his  attendant.  Having 
scraped  his  head  as  clean  as  he  could  with  an 
indifferent  razor,  Yussuf  then  soaped  and 
lathered,  scrubbed  and  sponged  the  skin  of  the 
pilgrim,  until  it  was  as  smooth  and  glossy  as 
the  back  of  a  raven.  He  then  wiped  him  dry, 
and  taking  his  seat  upon  the  backbone  of  his 
customer,  he  pinched  and  squeezed  all  his  flesh, 
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thumped  his  limbs,  twisted  every  joint  till 
they  cracked  like  faggots  in  a  blaze,  till  the 
poor  hadji  was  almost  reduced  to  a  mummy 
by  the  vigour  of  the  water-carrier,  and  had 
just  breath  enough  in  his  own  body  to  call  out, 
"  Cease,  cease,  for  the  love  of  Allah — I  am 
dead,  I  am  gone."  Having  said  this,  the  poor 
man  fell  back  nearly  senseless.  Yussuf  was 
very  much  alarmed  ;  he  lifted  up  the  man, 
poured  warm  water  over  him,  wiped  him  dry, 
and  laid  him  on  the  ottoman  to  repose,  covering 
him  up.  The  hadji  fell  into  a  sound  slumber, 
and  in  half  an  hour  awoke  so  refreshed  and 
revived,  that  he  declared  himself  quite  a  new 
man. 

•^^  It   is  only  to   hadjis,"  observed    Yussuf, 
*'  that  I  give  this  great  proof  of  my  skill.*" 

The   man    put    his  hand  into  his    pocket, 
pulled  out  three  dirhems,  and  presented  them 
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to  Yussuf,  who  was  astounded  at  such  libe- 
rality, and  again  expressing  his  satisfaction,  the 
hadji  left  the  hummaum.  Delighted  with  his 
success,  Yussuf  continued  his  occupation,  and 
attended  with  alacrity  every  fresh  candidate 
for  his  joint-twisting  skill.  By  the  time  that 
evening  prayers  commenced  he  had  kneaded 
to  mummies  half  a  dozen  more  true  believers, 
and  had  received  his  six  dirhems,  upon  which 
he  determined  to  leave  off  for  that  day. 

Having  left  the  bath,  he  dressed  himself, 
went  home,  took  his  leathern  pitcher,  dish,  and 
basket,  and  went  to  the  bazaar,  where  he 
purchased  a  piece  of  mutton,  and  left  it  at  the 
most  noted  kabob  maker's  in  the  district  to  be 
cooked;  he  then  purchased  his  wine  and  rakee, 
wax  tapers,  and  flowers,  pistachio  nuts,  dried 
fruit,  bread,  and  oil  for  his  lamps.  When  he 
had  completed  his  purchases  he  called  at  the 
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cook's  shop,  where  he  found  his  mutton  nicely 
kabobed,  and  smoking  in  the  dish.  Paying  the 
cook,  and  putting  it  into  his  basket,  he  hastened 
home  over  the  bridge  of  boats,  exulting  in  his 
good  fortune.  When  he  arrived,  he  swept  out  his 
room,  dressed  himself  in  better  clothes,  lighted 
his  lamps,  spread  out  his  table,  and  then  squat-^ 
ted  himself  down,  with  his  legs  twisted  under 
him,  and  tossing  off  a  bumper  of  wine,  he  ex- 
claimed, ••'  Well,  I  am  lucky ;  nevertheless, 
here's  confusion  to  all  Moussul  merchants,  with 
their  vile  omens.  Allah  send  their  unlucky 
footsteps  here  to-night — that'*s  all." 

Here  M enouni  stopped,  and  made  his  salaam. 
*'  May  it  please  your  highness  to  permit  your 
slave  to  retire  for  the  night,  for  the  tale  of 
Yussuf,  the  water-carrier,  cannot  be  imparted 
to  your  highness  in  one  evening." 
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The  pacha,  although  much  amused,  was  also 
a  little  tired.  "  Be  it  so,  good  Menouni,  but 
recollect,  Mustapha,  that  the  caravan  must  not 
depart,  till  I  hear  the  end  of  this  story." 

"  Be  chesm,  on  my  eyes  be  it,"  replied  Mus- 
tapha ;  and  they  all  retired  for  the  night. 

^'  What  is  the  cause  ?"  demanded  the  pacha, 
hastily,  as  next  day  Mustapha  listened  with 
apparent  patience  to  the  long  details  of  one  of 
the  petitioners  for  justice. 

"  It  is,  O  lord  of  wisdom,  a  dispute  between 
these  men  as  to  a  sum  of  money,  which  they 
received  as  guides  to  a  Frank,  who  journeyed 
into  the  interior.  The  one  was  hired  for  the 
journey,  but  not  being  well  acquainted  with  the 
road,  called  in  the  assistance  of  the  other  ;  they 
now  dispute  about  the  division  of  the  money, 
which  lies  at  my  feet  in  this  bag." 

*'  It  appears  that  the  one  who  was  hired  did 
not  know  the  way  V 
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"  Even  so,""  replied  Mustapha. 

"  Then  he  was  no  guide,  and  doth  not  de- 
serve the  money.  And  the  other,  it  appears, 
was  called  in  to  assist  ?" 

"  Thy  words  are  the  words  of  wisdom," 
replied  Mustapha. 

''  Then  was  he  not  a  guide,  but  only  an 
assistant ;  neither  can  he  be  entitled  to  the 
money,  as  guide.  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet, 
justice  must  not  be  fooled  thus,  and  the  divan, 
held  in  our  presence,  be  made  foolish  by  such 
complaints.  Let  the  money  be  distributed 
among  the  poor,  and  let  them  each  have  fifty 
bastinadoes  on  the  soles  of  the  feet.  I  have 
said  it." 

"Wallah  Thaib— it  is  well  said,"  replied 
Mustapha,  as  the  two  disputants  were  removed 
from  the  presence. 

'*  Now  call  Menouni,"  said  the  pacha,  "  for  I 
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am  anxious  to  hear  the  story  of  Yussuf,  and 
the  future  proceedings  of  the  caliph ;  and  a 
part  of  this  bag  of  money  will  reward  him  for 
the  honey  which  falls  from  his  lips." 

Menouni  made  his  appearance,  and  his 
obeisance,  the  pacha  and  Mustapha  received 
their  pipes  from  the  Greek  slave,  and  the 
Kessehgou  then  proceeded  with  his  story. 

The  great  caliph,  Haroun  Alraschid,  had  as 
usual  held  his  afternoon  audience;  the  court 
was  dismissed.  Haroun,  whose  whole  thoughts 
were  upon  the  bankrupt  condition  of  Yussuf, 
and  who  was  anxious  to  know  how  he  had  got 
on  after  the  fetva  had  been  promulgated,  sent 
for  his  vizier,  GiaiFar.  "  I  wish  to  ascertain," 
said  the  caliph  to  the  vizier,  "  if  the  unlucky 
Yussuf  has  managed  to  provide  for  his  bacclia- 
n^lian  revels  to-night  ?^' 
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"  There  can  be  no  doubt,  O  vice-regent  of 
the  prophet,"  replied  GiafFar,  "  that  the  young 
man  is  seated  in  the  dark,  in  a  most  dismal 
mood,  without  either  wine,  or  kabob,  or  aught 
to  comfort  him." 

"  Send  for  Mesrour,  then  ;  we  will  again  re- 
sume our  disguises,  and  pay  him  a  visit." 

"  Let  the  humblest  of  your  slaves,"  inter- 
posed GiafFar,  in  a  great  fright,  *'  represent  at 
the  footstool  of  your  highness  a  true  picture  of 
what  we  may  anticipate.  Doubtless  this  lion 
slayer  of  Shitan,  being  famished,  will  not  for- 
get our  prophecy,  and  ascribing  the  fulfilment 
to  our  bad  omens,  will,  in  his  mood,  sacrifice  us 
to  his  empty  stomach." 

"  Your  wisdom  is  great,  Giaffar,"  replied  the 
caliph  ;  "  the  man  is  truly  a  savage,  and  doubt- 
less will  rage  with  hunger,  nevertheless,  we 
will  go  and  see  in  what  state  he  may  be." 


96  THE    PACHA    OF    MANY    TALES. 

GiafFar  trembled  at  the  idea  of  being  sub- 
jected to  the  wrath  of  such  a  fellow  as  Yussuf, 
but  made  no  reply.  He  went  for  Mesrour  and 
the  dresses,  and  having  put  them  on,  they  all 
three  issued  forth  from  the  private  gate  of  the 
seraglio.  They  had  nearly  reached  the  end  of 
the  narrow  lane  in  which  Yussuf 's  house  was 
situated,  when  the  strong  reflection  of  the  lights 
from  the  windows  told  them  that,  at  all  events, 
he  was  not  lamenting  his  hard  fate  in  darkness ; 
and  as  they  approached,  the  sound  of  his  jovial 
voice  proved  also  that  it  was  neither  in  silence 
that  he  submitted  to  his  destiny.  As  they 
came  under  the  window,  he  ceased  singing,  and 
ejaculated  a  loud  curse  upon  all  Moussul  mer- 
chants, wishing  that  he  might  only  see  them 
once  again  before  the  devil  had  them.  The.ca- 
liph  laughed  at  this  pious  wish,  and  taking  up 
a  handful  of  pebbles^  threw  them  at  the  ja- 
lousies of  Yussuf 's  windows. 
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"  Who  the  devil  is  there  ?"  roared  the  water- 
carrier  :  "  is  it  you,  ye  bankrupt  vagabonds, 
who  have  annoyed  me  ?  Begone ;  or  by  the 
sword  of  the  prophet,  I'll  impale  you  all  three 
on  my  broomstick." 

"  Dost  thou  not  know  us,  Yussuf  ?*"  re- 
plied the  caliph  ;  "  we  are  your  friends,  and 
once  more  request  admission  under  thy  hospi- 
table roof."" 

Yussuf  came  out  into  the  verandah.  "  Oh  ! 
it  is  you,  then ;  now  take  ray  advice ;  go  in 
peace.  I  am  now  in  good  humour,  and 
peaceably  disposed,  but  had  I  fallen  in  with 
you  to-day,  I  would  haye  twisted  off  your 
necks." 

"  Nay,  good  Yussuf,"  replied  Giaffar,  "  we 
have  heard  of  the  unaccountable  and  mad 
decree  of  the  caliph,  and  have  called  to  know 

VOL.    III.  F 


98  THE    PACHA    OF    MANY    TALES. 

bow  thou  hast  fared,  and  if  we  can  be  of  service 
to  one  so  hospitable  and  kind  ?" 

''•  You  he,  I  believe,"  replied  Yussuf,  "  but 
I'm  in  good  humour,  so  you  shall  come  in,  and 
see  how  well  I  fare.  I  am  Yussuf,  and  my 
trust  is  in  God."  He  then  went  down  and  ad- 
mitted them,  and  they  viewed  with  surprise  the 
relics  of  the  feast.  "  Now  then,"  observed 
Yussuf,  who  was  more  than  half  drunk,  "  you 
know  my  conditions — there  is  my  meat,  there 
is  my  wine,  there  is  my  fruit — not  a  taste  or  a 
drop  shall  you  have.  Keep  your  confounded 
sharp  eyes  off*  ray  sweetmeats,  you  black- 
bearded  rascal,"  continued  Yussuf,  addressing 
the  caliph.     **  You  have  your  share  of  them." 

"  Indeed,  most  hospitable  sir,  we  covet  not 
your  delicacies :  all  we  wish  to  know  is  the 
reason    of    this   unheard-of   decree,   and    how 
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you  have  contrived  to  supply  your  usual  merry 
table." 

"  You  shall  hear,"  replied  the  water-carrier. 
*'  My  name  is  Yussuf,  and  my  trust  is  in  God. 
When  the  decree  of  the  caliph  came  to  my  ears 
this   morning,    I   became   as   one  deprived   of 
sense,   but   wandering  near  the  hummaum  of 
Giaffar  Bermuki,  a  friendly  servant  of  the  baths 
accosted  me/*     Yussuf  then  stated  how  he  had 
gained   his   money,  much  to  their  amusement. 
"  Now,"  continued  he,  "  I  will  no  longer  be  a 
water-carrier,  but  an  attendant  at  the  bath  will 
I  live  and   die.     May  all  evil  fall   upon    the 
cold-blooded    caliph ;    but,    thanks   to   Allah, 
it  never   will  enter  his  head   to   shut  up  the 
baths." 

"  But,"  observed  Giaffar,  "  suppose  the 
caliph  were  to-morrow  morning  to  take  it 
into  his  head  to  shut  up  the  baths  .^" 
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"  Now,  may  all  the  ghouls  seize  thee, when  thou 
visitest  thy  father's  tomb,"  cried  Yussuf,  jump- 
ing up  in  a  fury,  "  thou  bear-whiskered  rascal  ! 
Did  not  I  caution  thee  against  evil  predictions 
—and  did  not  you  swear  that  you  would  deal 
no  more  in  surmises  ?  The  devil  must  attend 
you,  and  waft  your  supposes  into  the  ear  of  the 
caliph,  upon  which  to  frame  out  his  stupid 
fetvas." 

"  I  heartily  ask  your  forgiveness,  and  I  am 
dumb,"  replied  GiafFar. 

"  Then  you  are  wise  for  once ;  prove  yourself 
still  wise,  and  hasten  away  before  I  reach  my 
cudgel." 

Perceiving  th.^t  Yussuf 's  eyes  twinkled  with 
anger,  they  thought  it  right  to  follow  his  ad- 
vice. "  We  shall  see  you  again,  good  Yussuf," 
said  the  caliph,  as  they  descended. 

"  To  the  devil  with  you  all  three,  and  never 
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let  me  see  your  ugly  faces  again,"  replied  the 
water-carrier,  slamming  the  door  after  they 
were  out.  The  caliph  went  away  much  amused, 
and  with  his  attendants  entered  the  private  gate 
of  the  seraglio. 

The  next  morning  the  caliph  held  a  solemn 
divan,  at  which  all  the  moUahs,  as  well  as  the 
chief  officers,  were  present,  and  he  issued  a 
decree,  that  every  bath  throughout  Bagdad 
should  be  shut  for  three  days,  on  pain  of  im- 
palement. The  inhabitants  of  Bagdad  were 
swallowed  up  with  wonder  and  perplexity. 
"  How,"  exclaimed  they,  *'  what  can  this 
mean  ?  Yesterday  we  were  ordered  not  to 
use  the  waters  of  the  Tigris,  to-day  the  baths 
are  denied  us.  Perhaps,  to-morrow  the  mosques 
may  be  ordered  to  be  shut  up,"  and  they  shook 
their  heads,  as  if  to  hint  to  each  other  that 
the   caliph   was   not  in    his  senses ;    but    they 
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exclaimed,  "  In  Allah  only  safety  is  to  be 
found."  Nevertheless,  the  decree  was  enforced 
by  the  proper  officers,  who  went  round  to  the 
different  baths.  First  they  closed  the  Hum- 
maum  Alraschid,  next  that  of  Ziet  Zobeide, 
then  the  bath  of  Giaffar  Bermuki,  at  which 
Yussuf  had  found  employment  the  day  before. 
When  it  was  closed,  the  master  and  attendants 
looked  at  the  door,  and  they  reproached  the 
assistants,  who  had  befriended  Yussuf,  saying, 
he  was  a  water-carrier,  and  the  business  was 
stopped  by  a  decree.  You  have  brought  him 
to  the  baths,  and  now  they  are  shut.  In  the  mean 
time  Yussuf  was  perceived  striding  towards 
the  bath,  muttering  to  himself,  "  T  am  Yussuf 
— my  trust  is  in  God.  As  an  assistant  at  the 
the  hummaum  will  I  live  and  die."  Ignorant 
of  the  decree,  he  approached  the  door  of  the 
building,  round  which  the  servants   were  clus- 
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tered,  iand  accosted  them.  "  How  now,  my 
friends,  do  you  wait  for  the  key  ?  if  any  thing 
ails  the  lock,  trust  to  the  strength  of  Yussuf.'' 

"  Have  you  not  heard  that  the  caliph  has 
ordered  the  baths  to  be  shut  for  three  days,  on 
pain  of  impalement  .'^" 

YussufF  started  back  with  astonishment. 
'*  Now,  may  the  graves  of  their  fathers  be 
eternally  defiled — those  confounded  Moussul 
merchants !  Their  supposes  always  come  to 
pass.  I  will  seek  them  out  and  be  revenged." 
So  saying,  Yussuf,  who  had  come  prepared 
with  his  brushes,  razors,  and  soap,  turned  off* 
in  a  rage,  and  hastened  through  the  streets 
for  an  hour  or  two,  looking  at  every  passenger, 
to  ascertain  if  he  could  find  those  upon  whom  he 
would  have  wreaked  his  vengeance. 

After  a  long  walk,  Yussuf  sat  down  on  a 
large   stone.      "  Well,"  said  he,    "  I  am   still 
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Yussuf,  and  my  trust  is  in  God  ;  but  it  would 
be  better,  instead  of  looking  after  these  rascals, 
if  I  were  to  look  out  for  some  means  of  pro- 
viding myself  with  a  supper  to-night."  So 
saying,  he  rose,  went  home,  put  on  some  clothes 
of  better  materials,  and  twisting  up  his  red 
cotton  sash  for  a  turban,  he  took  up  his  praying 
carpet,  with  a  determination  to  go  to  the 
bazaar  and  sell  it  for  what  it  would  fetch.  As 
he  passed  the  mosque  of  Hosein,  he  observed 
several  moUahs,  reading  and  expounding  the 
more  abstruse  passages  of  the  Koran.  Yussuf 
knelt  and  prayed  awhile,  and  returning  to  the 
door  of  the  mosque,  he  was  accosted  by  a 
woman,  who  appeared  to  be  waiting  for  some 
one.  "  Pious  sir,"  said  she,  "  I  perceive  by 
your  goodly  habit  and  appearance,  that  you 
are  one  of  the  cadi's  law  officers." 

"  I   am  as  you  please — I  am  Yussuf,   and 
my  trust  is  in  God." 
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"  Oh  !  my  hadji,  then  become  my  protector. 
I  have  an  unjust  debtor,  who  refuses  me  my 
due."    ^ 

"You  cannot  entrust  a  better  person,"  re- 
plied Yussuf.  "  I  am  a  strong  arm  of  the 
law,  and  my  interest  at  court  is  such,  that  I 
have  already  procured  two  decrees." 
"  Those  are  great  words,  O  hadji." 
"  Tell  me,  then,  who  is  this  debtor,  that  I 
may  seize  him,  and  carry  him  before  the  cadi. 
Haste  to  tell  me,  and  for  a  few  dirhems  I  will 
gain  your  cause,  right  or  wrong." 

"  My  complaint  is  against  my  husband,  who 
has  divorced  me,  and  notwithstanding,  refuses 
me  my  dowry  of  five  dinars,  my  clothes,  and 
my  ornaments." 

"  What  is  your  husband's  trade  ?" 
"  Pious  sir,  he  is  an  embroiderer  of  papouches." 
"  Let   us  lose  no  time,  my   good    woman ; 

f5 
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show  me  this  miracle  of  injustice,  and  by  Allah, 
I  will  confound  him." 

Upon  this  the  woman  unbound  the  string  of 
coins  from  her  head,  and  cutting  off  three 
dirhems,  presented  them  to  Yussuf.  Yussuf 
seized  the  money,  and  tucking  up  his  sleeves 
that  he  might  appear  more  like  an  officer,  he 
bade  her  to  lead  to  the  delinquent.  The  wo- 
man led  him  to  the  great  mosque,  where  her 
husband,  a  little  shrivelled-up  man,  was 
performing  his  duties  with  great  devotion. 
Yussuf,  without  saying  a  word,  took  him  up, 
carpet  and  all,  and  was  about  to  carry  him  off'. 

''  In  the  name  of  the  prophet,  to  what  class 
of  madmen  do  you  belong  ?"  screamed  the 
astonished  devotee ;  release  me,  do  not  crush 
my  poor  ribs  within  your  grasp.  Set  me  down, 
and  I  will  walk  with  you,  as  soon  as  I  have 
put  on  my  slippers." 
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The  people  crowded  round  to  know  what 
was  the  matter,  "  Ho,  ho,  that  will  presently 
appear,"  replied  Yussuf.  "  His  wife  is  his 
creditor,  and  I  am  her  law  officer ;  my  demand 
is,  that  you  restore  to  her  fifty  dinars,  besides 
all  the  gold  jewels  and  ornaments  she  has  had 
these  last  fifty  years." 

"  How  can  that  be,"  replied  the  little  man, 
'*  seeing  that  I  am  not  forty  years  old.'' 

"  That  may  be  the  case  in  fact,"  replied 
Yussuf ;  "  but  law  is  a  very  difficult  thing,  as 
you  will  find  out.  So  come  along  with  me  to 
the  cadi." 

The  party  then  proceeded  on  their  way  to 
the  cadi,  but  they  had  not  gone  many  yards, 
when  the  papouche  maker  whispered  to  Yus- 
suf, "  Most  valiant  and  powerful  sir,  I  quar- 
relled with  my  wife  last  night,  on  account  of 
her   unreasonable   jealousy.     I  did  pronounce 
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the  divorce,  but  there  was  no  one  to  hear  it. 
If  we  slept  together  once  more,  she  would  be 
pacified.  Therefore,  most  humane  sir,  I  en- 
treat you  to  interfere." 

"  Was  there  no  witness  ?"  inquired  Yussuf. 

"  None,  good  sir,'*  replied  the  man,  slipping 
five  dirhems  into  the  hand  of  Yussuf. 

"  Then  I  decide  that  there  is  no  divorce," 
replied  Yussuf,  pocketing  the  money ;  "  and 
therefore  you  are  no  debtor.  Woman,  come 
hither.  It  appears  that  there  was  no  divorce — 
so  says  your  husband — and  you  have  no  witness 
to  prove  it.  You  are  therefore  no  creditor.  Go 
to  your  husband,  and  walk  home  with  him  ;  he 
is  not  much  of  a  husband,  to  be  sure,  but  still 
he  must  be  cheap  at  the  three  dirhems  which 
you  have  paid  me.  God  be  with  you.  Such 
is  my  decree.'^ 

The  woman,   who  had  already  repented  of 
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her  divorce,  was  glad  to  return,  and  with 
many  compliments,  they  took  their  leave  of 
him.  "  By  Allah !"  exclaimed  Yussuf,  "  but 
this  is  good.  I  will  live  and  die  an  officer  of 
the  law."  So  saying  he  returned  home  for  his 
basket,  purchased  his  provisions  and  wine,  and 
lighting  up  his  house,  passed  the  evening  in 
carousing  and  singing  as  before. 

While  Yussuf  was  thus  employed,  the 
caliph  was  desirous  of  ascertaining  the  effect  of 
the  new  decree,  relative  to  the  baths.  '*  GiafFar," 
said  he,  "  I  wonder  whether  I  have  succeeded 
in  making  that  wine-bibber  go  to  bed  supper- 
less  ?     Come,  let  us  pay  him  a  visit." 

*'  For  the  sake  of  Islam,  O  caliph,"  replied 
Giaifar,  "  let  us  forbear  to  trifle  with  that 
crack-brained  drunkard  any  more.  Already 
has  Allah  delivered  us  out  of  his  hands.  What 
may  we  not  expect  if  he  is  hungry  and  deso- 
late ?" 
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"  Your  wisdom  never  grows  less,"  replied 
the  caliph ;  "  those  are  the  words  of  truth : 
nevertheless,  I  must  go  and  see  the  madman 
once  more." 

GiafFar,  not  being  able  to  prevail,  prepared 
the  dresses,  and  they,  accompanied  by  Mesrour, 
again  sallied  forth  by  the  private  gate  of  the 
seraglio.  Once  more  were  they  surprised  at 
witnessing  the  same  illumination  of  the  house, 
and  one  of  the  jalousies  having  burst  open  with 
the  wind,  they  perceived  the  shadow  of  Yussuf, 
reflected  on  the  wall,  his  beard  wagging  over 
his  kabobs,  and  a  cup  of  wine  in  his  hand. 

"  Who  is  there .?"  cried  Yussuf,  when 
Giaff*ar,  at  the  command  of  the  caliph,  knocked 
at  the  door. 

"  Your  friends,  dear  Yussuf — your  friends, 
the  Moussul  merchants.      Peace  be  with  you." 

"  But  it's  neither  peace  nor  welcome  to  you, 
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you  owls,"  replied  Yussuf,  walking  out  into 
the  verandah.  "  By  Allah  I  if  you  do  not 
walk  away,  and  that  quickly,  I  shall  come 
down  to  you  with  my  bone  polisher/' 

"  Indeed,  friend  Yussuf,"  replied  Giaffar, 
'*  we  have  but  two  words  to  say  to  you." 

"  Say  them  quickly,  then,  for  you  enter 
not  my  doors  again,  you  wretched  fellows,  who 
have  ruined  all  the  water-carriers  and  all  the 
bath  people  in  Bagdad." 

"  What  is  that  you  mean  ?"  replied  the 
caliph  ;  "  we  are  lost  in  mystery  ?*" 

"  What  !"  replied  Yussuf;  "  have  you  not 
heard  the  decree  of  this  mornins:  ?" 

*'  Gentle  sir,  we  have  been  so  busy  sorting 
our  wares,  that  we  have  not  stepped  out  this 
day,  and  are  ignorant  of  all  that  hath  passed 
in  Bagdad." 

*'  Then  you  shall  come  up  and  learn  ;  but 
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first  swear  by  Moses,  Esau,  and  the  prophet, 
that  you  will  not  suppose,  for  all  you  have 
imagined  has  proved  as  true  as  if  it  had  been 
engraven  on  the  ruby  seal  of  Solomon." 

These  conditions  were  readily  accepted  by 
the  caliph  and  his  companions,  and  they  were 
then  admitted  up  stairs,  where  they  found  every 
thing  disposed  in  the  usual  order,  and  the  same 
profusion.  When  they  had  taken  their  seatg 
in  the  corner  of  the  room,  Yussuf  said,  "  Now^, 
my  guests,  as  you  hope  for  pardon,  tell  me, 
do  you  know  nothing  of  what  has  happened  to 
me  this  day — and  what  the  blockhead  of  a 
caliph  has  been  about  ?''  Haroun  and  the 
vizier  could  with  difficulty  restrain  their 
laughter,  as  they  shook  their  heads.  "  Yes,'' 
continued  Yussuf,  "  that  vicegerent  of  a  tat- 
tered beard,  and  more  tattered  understanding, 
has  issued  a  decree  for  closing  the  baths   for 
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three  days,  by  which  cruel  ordinance,  I  was 
again  cast  adrift  upon  the  sea  of  necessity. 
However,  providence  stood  my  friend,  and 
threw  a  few  dirhems  in  my  way,  and  I  have 
made  my  customary  provision  in  spite  of  the 
wretch  of  a  caliph,  who  I  fully  believe  is  an 
atheist,  and  no  true  believer." 

"  Inshallah,"  said  the  caliph  to  himself, 
"  but  I'll  be  even  with  you  some  day,  at 
least." 

Yussuf  then  filled  his  cup  several  times, 
and  was  in  high  glee,  as  he  narrated  the  events 
of  the  day,  concluding  with,  "  I  am  Yussuf 
— I  put  my  trust  in  God.  As  an  officer  of  the 
law  I  intend  to  live  and  die,  and  to-morrow  I 
shall  attend  the  hall  of  the  cadi." 

"  But,"  said  GiafFar,  "  suppose " 

''  Suppose  !  by  the  beard  of  the  prophet,  if 
you  dare  to  suppose   again  in  my  presence,  I 
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will  pound  your  fat  stomach  into  a  jelly,"  cried 
Yussuf,  seizing  his  cudgel. 

"  No,  no,  my  friend,  I  merely  wished  to  say — " 
"  Say   nothing,"   roared   Yussuf,    "  or  you 
never  speak  again."*' 

"  Then  we  will  only  think,  my  friend." 
"  That  I  will  allow,  and  I  also  think  as  well 
as  you.  My  thoughts  are,  that  it  will  be  wise 
for  you  to  quit  as  fast  as  you  can,  for  I  have 
the  cudgel  in  my  hand,  and  am  not  in  the  very 
best  of  humours."  The  caliph  and  his  atten- 
dants were  of  the  same  opinion,  and  took  their 
leave  of  their  irritated  host. 

At  the  next  morning's  levee,  GiafFar  entered 
the  divan  at  the  head  of  the  chief  officers  of  the 
law,  and  viziers  of  the  different  departments, 
and  prostrating  himself  before  the  throne,  he 
called  down  increase  of  years,  and  prosperity 
on  the  caliph.  "  GiafFar,"  replied  Haroun,  "issue 
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immediate  orders  under  the  imperial  firmaum, 
that  strict  inquiries  be  made  into  those  officers 
of  justice  who  attend  the  halls  of  the  cadis.  All 
those  who  have  been  lawfully  selected  shall  be 
retained,  with  a  present,  and  increase  of  salary, 
while  those  who  have  assumed  their  name  and 
office,  without  warranty  or  permission,  shall  be 
dismissed  with  the  bastinado." 

The  orders  of  the  caliph  were  immediately 
obeyed.  In  the  mean  time,  Yussuf,  who  had 
fallen  asleep  over  his  wine,  did  not  awaken  till 
long  after  the  sun  was  up.  He  immediately 
rose,  dressed  himself  with  care,  and  hastened  to 
the  hall  of  the  cadi,  and  took  his  station  among 
the  officers  of  the  law,  who  looked  at  him  with 
surprise  and  displeasure.  At  this  moment 
the  caliph's  firmaum  was  delivered  to  the  cadi, 
who,  lifting  it  up  to  his  forehead,  in  token  of 
respect  and  obedience,  caused  it  to  be  read  to 
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him.  He  then  cried  with  a  loud  voice,  *'  Bring 
in  purses  of  gold,  and  let  also  the  fellah  and 
rods  for  the  bastinado  be  brought  in.  Close 
up  the  gates  of  the  cutchery,  that  none  escape  ; 
and  ye  officers  of  justice,  be  ready  to  answer  as 
your  names  are  called."  Yussuf,  whose  eyes 
were  wide  open,  as  well  as  his  ears,  said  to  him- 
self, "  My  God  !  what  new  event  is  now  to 
come  to  pass  ?"" 

The  orders  of  the  cadi  having  been  obeyed, 
the  officers  were  severally  called  forward,  and 
having  proved  themselves  regularly  appointed, 
received  their  rewards,  and  were  dismissed. 
Yussuf 's  ideas  were  so  confused  by  what  ap- 
peared to  him  such  an  unmitigated  destiny, 
that  he  did  not  perceive  that  he  was  left  stand- 
ing alone.  It  was  not  until  the  second  time 
that  the  cadi  called  to  him,  that  Yussuf  moved 
towards  him. 
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*^  Who  are  you  ?"  inquired  the  cadi. 

"  I  am  Yussuf,  and  my  trust  is  in  God,"' 
replied  he. 

"  What  is  your  profession  ?" 

"I  am  a  water-carrier/"* 

"  Such  being  the  case,  why  did  you  join  the 
officers  of  the  law  .?" 

"  I  only  entered  upon  the  calling  yesterday, 
O  cadi ;  but  nothing  is  difficult  to  me.  Pro- 
vided I  gain  but  my  six  dirhems  a  day,  I  have 
no  objection  to  become  a  mollah." 

The  cadi  and  bystanders  were  unable  to  re- 
strain their  mirth,  nevertheless,  his  feet  were 
secured  to  the  pole ;  and  when  hoisted  up, 
they  commenced  the  bastinado,  taking  care, 
however,  to  strike  the  pole  much  oftener  than 
his  toes.  Having  finished,  he  was  released, 
and  turned  out  of  the  hall  of  justice,  very 
much  mortified  and  melancholy,  but  little  hurt 
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by  the  gentle  infliction.  "  Well/'  thought 
Yussuf,  "  fate  appears  determined  that  I 
shall  change  my  mode  of  gaining  my  livelihood 
every  day.  Had  I  not  allowed  those  Moussul 
rascals  to  enter  my  house,  this  never  would 
have  happened." 

As  he  said  this,  he  perceived  one  of  the  beel- 
darSy  or  officers  of  the  caliph's  household,  pass 
by  him.  "  That  would  be  a  nice  ofiice/"' 
thought  Yussuf,  "  and  the  caliph  does  not 
count  his  people  like  the  cadi.  It  requires  but 
an  impudent  swagger,  and  j'^ou  are  taken  upon 
your  own  representation."'  Accordingly,  no- 
wise disheartened,  and  determined  to  earn  his 
six  dirhems,  he  returned  home,  squeezed  his 
waist  into  as  narrow  a  compass  as  he  could, 
gave  his  turban  a  smart  cock,  washed  his 
hands,  and  took  a  peeled  almond-wand  in  his 
hand.     He  was  proceeding  down  stairs,  when 
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he  recollected  that  it  was  necessary  to  have  a 
sword,  and  he  had  only  a  scabbard,  which  he 
fixed  in  his  belt,  and  cutting  a  piece  of  palm- 
wood  into  the  shape  of  a  sword,   he  fixed  it 
in,  making  the  handle  look  smart   with   some 
coloured  pieces  of  cotton   and   silk,  which  he 
sewed  with  packthread.     Thus  marched  he  out, 
swaggering  down  the  streets,  and  swinging  his 
twig  of  almond-tree  in  his  hand.     As  he  strut- 
ted along  every  one  made  way  for   him,   ima- 
gining him  to  be  one  of  those  insolent  retainers 
of  office,  who  are  supported  by  the  great  khans. 
Thus  he  continued    a  straight  course,  until  he 
arrived  at  the  market-place,  where  a  multitude 
was    assembled     round    two    men,   who   were 
fighting  desperately.     Yussuf  pressed  forward, 
the  crowd  making  way  for  him  on  both  sides, 
either  taking  him  for  an  officer  of  the  household, 
or  dreading  the  force  of  his  nervous  and  mus- 
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cular  proportions.  When  he  reached  the  com- 
batants, they  were  covered  with  dirt  and  blood, 
and  engaged  so  furiously,  that  no  one  dare 
separate  them.  Yussuf,  perceiving  the  dread 
which  he  inspired,  and  that  he  was  taken,  as 
he  wished  to  be,  for  a  beeldar,  first  clapped 
his  hand  to  the  handle  of  his  pretended  sword, 
and  then  struck  the  combatants  several  sharp 
blows  with  his  almond  stick,  and  thus  induced 
them  to  leave  off  fighting.  The  sheick,  or  head 
of  the  bazaar,  then  approached  Yussuf,'  and 
making  an  obeisance,  presented  him  with  six 
dirhems,  with  a  prayer  that  he  would  seize  the 
culprits,  and  carry  them  before  the  caliph 
for  punishment,  as  disturbers  of  the  public 
peace. 

Yussuf,  securing  the  money  in  his  girdle, 
seized  up  the  two  combatants,  and  carrying  one 
under   each    arm,    walked  off  with  them.      A 
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great  crowd  followed,  with  many  prayers  for 
the  release  of  the  prisoners ;  but  Yussuf 
turned  a  deaf  ear,  until  another  six  dirhems 
were  dropped  into  his  vest,  with  a  prayer  for 
mercy.  Upon  this  Yussuf  consented  to  release 
them,  and  walked  away,  hardly  able  to  con- 
tain his  exultation.  "  I  am  Yussuf,"  cried 
he,  "  and  I  trust  in  God.  As  a  beeldar  will  I 
live  and  die.  By  Allah !  I  will  go  to  the 
palace,  and  see  how  it  fares  with  my  brother 
beeldars." 

Now  there  were  thirty  beeldars  in  the  service 
of  the  caliph,  who  attended  the  palace  in 
rotation,  ten  each  day.  On  reaching  the  court 
of  the  palace,  Yussuf  took  his  station  where 
the  ten  beeldars  on  duty  were  collected  together. 
He  observed,  however,  that  they  were  very 
different  from  himself,  very  slight  young  men, 
and  dressed  in  a  very  superior  style.     He  felt 
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some  contempt  for  their  effeminate  appearance, 
contrasted  with  his  own  muscular  frame,   but 
could  not  keep  his  eyes  off  their  handsome  and 
stylish   dress.      Meanwhile,    the    chief  of  the 
beeldars  perceived  him,   and  knowing  that  he 
did  not  belong  to  the  palace,  imagined  from 
his  appearance,  and  his  presenting  himself  among 
them,  that  he  must  be  one  in  the  service  of  one 
of  the  great  omrahs  who  were  at  Bagdad,  who, 
having  nothing  to  do  at  home,  had  come  as  a 
visitor  to  the  palace.       He   remarked  this   to 
his  brother  beeldars,  saying,  **  This  fine-built 
stranger  ought  to  be  considered  as  our  guest. 
Let  us  show  him  all  courtesy,  for  he  is  of  our 
profession,  and  therefore  we  shall  not  do  our- 
selves credit,  if  we  do  not  prove  that  we  have 
the  power  to  serve  him."     The  other  beeldars 
agreeing  with  him,  the  chief  went  to  the  secre- 
tary of  the  treasury,  and  procured  an  order  of 
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notice  upon  a  rich  confectioner,  to  pay  into  the 
treasury  the  sum  of  five  thousand  dirhems,  due 
by  him  upon  several  accounts  therein  specified. 
The  vizier^s  seal  having  been  attached  to  it, 
he  went  with  it  to  where  Yussuf  was  standing, 
"  What,  ho  !  brother  beeldar,"  said  the  chief. 

"  I  am  Yussuf,  and  my  trust  is  in  God  ; 
I  am  ready  to  obey  your  commands,"*'  said 
the  water-carrier,  advancing  with  'great  ihumi- 
lity. 

*•  May  I  request,  brother  beeldar,  that  you 
will  do  us  of  the  palace,  the  very  great  favour 
to  carry  this  paper,  bearing  the  vizier's  seal, 
to  Mallem  Osman,  the  great  confectioner,  and 
request  the  immediate  payment  of  five  thousand 
dirhems.  You  know  your  profession  ;  of  course 
the  money  is  not  expected,  but  whatever  he 
may  offer  for  your  affording  him  a  respite,  put 
down  to  the  friendship  and  good  will  of  the 
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beeldars  of  the  palace,  and  remember  us  when 
you  feast  in  your  own  dwelling." 

Yussuf,  highly  delighted,  put  the  order  into 
his  cap,  made  a  low  salaam,  and  departed  on 
his  message.  Deeming  it  beneath  his  new 
fledged  dignity  to  walk,  he  mounted  one  of  the 
asses  ready  for  hire  at  the  corner  of  the  streets, 
ordering  the  driver  to  hasten  before  to  clear  the 
way,  and  ascertain  which  was  the  dwelling  of 
the  confectioner.  The  house  of  Mallem  Osman 
was  soon  discovered,  for  he  was  the  most  cele- 
brated of  his  trade,  and  had  an  immense  busi- 
ness. Yussuf  rode  up  on  the  beast,  which  was 
not  half  as  large  as  himself,  and  stopped  at 
the  shop,  where  the  confectioner  was  super- 
intending his  work-people.  "  I  am  Yussuf, 
and  my  trust  is  in  God,"  said  Yussuf,  looking 
at  the  confectioner.  The  confectioner  heeded 
him  not,  when  Yussuf  strutted  into  the  shop. 
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"  I  merely  wait  upon  you,  good  Mallem 
Osman,  to  request  that  you  will  immediately 
repair  to  the  palace,  carrying  with  you  five 
bags,  each  containing  one  thousand  dirhems,  of 
which  there  appears  at  present  to  be  no  chance 
of  receiving  an  asper.  This  paper,  sealed  by 
the  vizier,  contains  the  order;  and  as  you  have 
the  honour  of  being  the  caliph's  debtor,  you 
will  do  well  to  rise  and  accompany  me 
forthwith  to  the  palace,  not  forgetting  the 
needful." 

At  this  speech  Mallem  started  up  from  his 
seat,  advanced  most  submissively  to  Yussuf, 
took  the  paper,  and  raised  it  to  his  head, 
addressing  Yussuf  with  the  most  abject  ser- 
vility. '*  O  most  excellent,  most  valiant,  and 
most  powerful  beeldar,  how  well  doth  the  caliph 
select  his  officers  !  How  favoured  am  I  by 
Allah  with  your  happy  presence !  I  am  your 
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slave — honour  me  by  refreshing  yourself  in  my 
dwelling." 

Yussuf  then  threw  the  driver  of  the  beast 
half  a  dirhem,  and  dismissed  him,  breathed  as 
if  fatigued  with  his  journey,  and  wiped  his 
brow  with  his  sleeve.  The  confectioner  placed 
him  in  his  own  seat,  and  sent  hastily  to  the 
bazaar  for  a  large  dishful  of  kabob,  spread  a 
napkin  before  Yussuf,  and  slicing  a  pomegra- 
nate, strewed  it  over  with  pounded  sugar,  and 
placed  it  before  him,  along  with  some  sweet 
cakes  and  some  honey.  "  O  chief  of  beeldars  !" 
said  the  confectioner, "  it  is  my  prayer  that  you 
deign  to  break  your  fast  in  the  house  of  your 
servant.  Will  you  amuse  yourself  with  these 
trifles  while  something  better  is  preparing  ?" 
Here  one  of  the  shopmen  brought  a  bowl,  into 
which  he  poured  sherbet  of  the  distilled  juice  of 
the  lotus  flower,  mingled  with  rose-water.     The 
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master  placed  this  also  before  Yussuf,  and 
entreated  him  to  eat ;  but  Yussuf,  affecting  the 
great  man,  held  his  head  up  in  the  air  and 
would  not  even  look  that  way.  "  Conde- 
scend to  oblige  me  by  tasting  this  sherbet,  O 
chief!"  continued  the  confectioner;  "or  I 
iswear  by  Allah,  that  I  will  divorce  my  youngest 
and  most  favourite  wife.'* 

"Hold — hold,  brother!"  replied  Yussuf ;  "  ra- 
ther than  that  the  innocent  should  suffer,  I  will 
comply  with  your  request;  "  although  to  say 
the  truth,  I  have  no  appetite,  having  taken  my 
breakfast  from  the  caliph's  table  in  ten  dishes, 
each  dish  containing  three  fowls  dressed  in  a 
different  fashion.  I  am  so  full,  that  I  can 
scarce  draw  my  breath." 

*'  I  fully  comprehend  that  it  is  out  of  com- 
passion to  your  slave  that  you  comply  with  my 
request." 
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"  Well,"  said  Yussuf,  "  to  oblige  you  ;'"  and 
taking  up  the  bowl  of  sherbet,  which  contained 
some  pints,  to  the  amazement  of  the  confec- 
tioner, at  one  long  draught  he  swallowed  it  all 
down.  The  kabob  now  made  its  appearance, 
wrapped  up  in  thin  cakes  of  fine  wheaten  flower. 
Yussuf  swallowed  this  also  with  a  rapidity 
which  was  astonishing  to  behold,  nor  did  he 
cease  eating  till  the  whole  table  was  cleared. 
The  confectioner  was  amazed.  *'  This  fellow," 
thought  he,  "  breakfasted  upon  ten  dishes,  each 
containg  three  fowls  each.  How  fortunate  for 
me  !  What  would  he  have  done  had  he  come 
here  fasting  ?  Nothing  less  than  an  ox 
stuffed  with  pistachio  nuts  would  have  satis- 
fied him.  Would  to  heaven  that  I  were  well 
rid  of  him  !" 

In  the  mean  time  Yussuf  stirred  not,  but 
resumed   his   consequence.      The   confectioner 
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requested  to  know  if  his  highness  would  wait 
till  a  dinner  was  prepared  for  him.  "  Indeed, 
friend,  that  is  a  subject  of  small  concern.  My 
object  here  is,  that  you  hasten  with  me  to  the 
treasury  to  pay  in  the  five  thousand  dirhems 
which  are  due." 

"  Your  indulgence,  my  aga,"  replied  the 
confectioner ;  "  I  will  return  in  one  minute.'"* 
Mallem  Osman  then  filled  a  large  bag  with  the 
choicest  of  his  sweetmeats,  and  putting  thirty 
dirhems  in  a  paper,  he  approached  Yussuf,  say- 
ing, "  My  prince,  I  humbly  beg  your  ac- 
ceptance of  this  trifling  present  of  sweetmeats, 
and  these  thirty  dirhems  for  the  expenses  of 
the  bath  after  your  fatiguing  journey  hither. 
Deign  also  to  favour  me  with  your  protection. 
Trade  is  scarce,  and  money  does  not  come  in. 
In  a  short  time  I  will  pay  all." 

Yussuf,  who  was  aware  that  the  order  had 
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only  been  given  that  he  might  squeeze  a  few 
dirhems  out  of  the  confectioner,  then  spoke  with 
much  civility.  "  My  advice  to  you,  Mallem," 
said  he,  "  is,  that  you  stir  not  out  of  your 
door  to-day- — there  is  no  such  hurry — nor  to- 
morrow, nay,  even  a  week,  or  a  month,  or  a 
year.  I  may  say,  stir  not  at  all,  for  you 
have  my  protection  ;  and  therefore  be  under  no 
trouble  of  going  to  the  palace  at  all." 

It  was  near  sunset  when  this  affair  was  settled. 
Yussuf  walked  home  with  his  hands  full  of 
presents,  exclaiming  as  he  went,  "  I  am  Yussuf, 
my  provision  is  from  God  !"  He  reached  his 
home,  full  of  pleasing  anticipations,  and  chang- 
ing his  dress,  took  out  his  basket  and  pitcher, 
returning  loaded  more  than  usual,  for  having 
gained  forty-two  dirhems,  he  resolved  to  indulge 
himself.  «  By  Allah  !"  cried  he,  "  I  will 
double  my  allowance,  to  the  confusion  of  those 
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rascally  Moussul  merchants,  who  are  such  birds 
of  ill  omen."  He  accordingly  expended  double 
the  money,  doubling  also  his  allowance  of  wax 
tapers  and  oil,  so  that  his  house  was  in  a  blaze 
of  light  when  he  sat  down  as  usual  to  his  feast, 
more  happy  than  ever,  drinking  more,  and 
singing  twice  as  loudly,  as  he  had  ever  done  be- 
fore. 

Leaving  him  to  his  solitary  revels,  we  must 
observe,  that  the  caliph  had  ascertained  that 
Yussuf  had  received  the  bastinado ;  and  now 
making  sure  that  he  would  be  without  provi- 
sions or  wine,  he  resolved  to  pay  him  another 
visit.  "  I  think,  GiafFar,  that  I  have,  at  last, 
sent  that  rascal  to  bed  supperless  in  return  for 
his  calling  me  an  infidel ;  and  I  must  go  atrtd 
enjoy  his  wrath  and  indignation,  increased  of 
course  by  the  pain  of  the  blows  he  has  received 
by  the  order  of  the  cadi."     In  vain  did  GiafFar 
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represent  that  it  would  be  attacking  an  angry 
and  wounded  lion  in  his  den ;  that  his  wrath 
would  be  such,  and  his  strength  was  so  enor- 
mous, that  they  could  not  expect  less  than  an- 
nihilation, should  they  venture  to  his  door. 
"  All  that  may  be  true,"  replied  the  ca- 
liph ;  "  but  still  I  will  go  and  see  him,  at  all 
risk." 

"  I  have  my  dagger.  Commander  of  the 
Faithful,"  observed  Mesrour,  "  and  I  fear  him 
not." 

"  Use  it  not,  Mesrour,"  replied  the  caliph. 
"  Get  ready  the  dresses,  and  let  us  depart." 

"  I  venture  to  promise  that  we  shall  see  no 
more  lights  this  time,  except  it  may  be  a 
solitary  lamp  to  enable  him  to  bathe  his  wounded 

feet." 

They  went  forth,  and  on  their  arrival  were 
astonished  at  the  blaze  of  light  which  proceeded 
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from  Yussufs  apartments;  his  singing  also 
was  more  clamorous,  and  he  appeared  to  be 
much  intoxicated,  crying  out  between  his  staves, 
"  I  am  Yussuf !  confound  all  Moussul  mer- 
chants— my  trust  is  in  God  !" 

"  By  the  sword  of  the  prophet !"  exclaimed 
the  caliph,  "  this  fellow  baffles  me  in  every 
thing.  Have  I  not  made  the  whole  city  un- 
comfortable, and  submit  to  decrees  which  ap- 
peared to  be  promulgated  by  a  madman,  merely 
to  chastise  this  wine  bibber,  and  behold  he 
revels  as  before?  I  am  weary  of  attempting 
to  baffle  him  ;  however,  let  us  find  out,  if 
possible,  how  he  has  provided  for  his  table. 
What,  ho !  friend  Yussuf,  are  you  there  ? 
Here  are  your  guests  come  again  to  rejoice  in 
your  good  fortune,"  cried  the  caliph  from  the 
street. 

"  What,  again .?"  roared  Yussuf.      "  Well, 
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now,  you  must  take  the  consequence.  Fly, 
or  you  are  dead  men.  I  have  sworn  by  Allah, 
not  only  that  you  should  not  come  into  my 
door,  but  that  I  would  cudgel  you  whenever  we 
met  again." 

*'  Nay,  thou  pearl  among  men,  thou  ocean  of 
good  temper,  rise  and  receive  us.  It  is  our 
destiny,  and  who  can  prevent  it  ?" 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  Yussuf,  coming  out 
to  the  verandah  with  his  great  cudgel,  "  if 
it  is  your  destiny,  it  will  not  be  my  fault." 

"  But,  good  Yussuf,"  replied  the  caliph, 
"  hear  us.  This  is  the  last  time  that  we  re- 
quest admittance.  We  swear  it  by  the  three. 
You  rail  at  us  as  if  we  harmed  you  ;  whereas, 
you  must  acknowledge,  that  every  thing,  how- 
ever unfortunate  at  first  appearance,  has  turned 
only  to  thy  advantage." 

"  That  is  true,"  replied  Yussuf;  "but  still 
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it  is  through  your  pernicious  omens  that  I  am 
made  to  change  my  trade  every  day.  What 
am  I  to  be  next  ?" 

*'  Is  not  your  trust  ih  God  ?*"  replied  Giaffar. 
"  Besides,  we  promise  thee  faithfully  that  we 
will  not  say  one  word  on  the  subject,  and 
that  this  shall  be  the  last  time  that  we  demand 
your  hospitality." 

"  Well,**'  replied  Yussuf,  who  was  very 
drunk,  "  I  will  open  the  door  for  the  last  time, 
as  I  must  not  war  with  destiny."  So  saying, 
he  reeled  down  the  stairs,  and  let  them  in. 

The  caliph  found  every  thing  in  extraordi- 
nary profusion.  Yussuf  sang  for  some  time 
without  noticing  them  ;  at  last  he  said,  *'  You 
Moussul  rascals,  why  do  you  not  ask  me  to 
narrate  how  I  have  had  such  good  fortune  ? 
You  are  dying  with  envy,  I  presume ;  but  now 
you    shall   hear   it,   and   if   you    dare    to   go 
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away  till  I  have  told  you  all,  I  will  shower 
down  such  a  quantity  of  blows  upon  your 
carcasses,  as  shall  leave  you  worse  than  a  basti- 
nado of  five  hundred." 

'*  We  are  all  obedience  and  humility,  O 
prince  of  men  !*"  replied  the  caliph. 

Yussuf  then  narrated  the  events  of  the  day, 
concluding  with,  "  I  am  Yussuf,  my  trust  is 
in  God  !  A  beeldar  will  I  live,  a  beeldar  will 
I  die,  in  spite  of  the  caliph  and  his  grand 
vizier  to  boot.  Here's  confusion  to  them  both  !" 
He  then  drank  off  a  cup  of  rakee,  and  rolling 
over  in  a  state  of  stupid  intoxication,  fell  fast 
asleep. 

The  caliph  and  GiafFar  blew  out  the  lights 
and  then  let  themselves  out  of  the  door,  and, 
much  amused  with  the  adventures  of  Yussuf, 
they  regained  the  private  gate  of  the  seraglio. 

The  next  morning  Yussuf  awoke,  and  find- 
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ing  it  late,  hastened  to  dress  himself  in  his 
best  clothes,  saying  to  himself,  "  I  am  a  beeldar, 
and  I  will  die  a  beeldar."  He  took  care  to 
comb  out  his  beard,  and  twist  it  in  a  fiercer 
manner ;  and  then  putting  on  his  sham  sword, 
lost  no  time  in  going  to  the  palace,  where  he 
took  his  station  among  the  beeldars  who  were 
on  duty,  hoping  that  he  would  be  dispatched 
by  the  chief  on  a  similar  message  as  that  of 
the  day  before.  The  caliph  soon  afterwards 
made  his  appearance  at  the  divan,  and  im- 
mediately recognised  Yussuf  in  his  partial 
disguise.  He  observed  to  GiafFar,  "  Do  you 
see  there  our  friend  Yussuf  ?  I  have  him  at 
last,  and  now  I  will  perplex  him  not  a  little 
before  he  escapes  me."  The  chief  of  the 
beeldars  being  called,  stepped  forward  and 
made  his  obeisance.  "  What  is  the  number  of 
your  corps  ?"  inquired  the  caliph. 
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"  Thirty  in  all.  Most  High,  of  which  ten 
are  every  day  on  duty." 

"•  I  will  review  those  who  are  present,"  re- 
plied the  caliph,  "  and  examine  each  man  par- 
ticularly." 

The  chief  of  the  beeldars  bowing  low,  retired, 
and  turning  to  his  men,  with  a  loud  voice, 
said,  "  Beeldars,  it  is  the  pleasure  of  the  Com- 
mander of  the  Faithful,  that  you  appear 
before  him." 

This  order  was  instantly  obeyed,  and  Yussuf 
was  compelled  to  walk  with  the  rest  into  the 
immediate  presence  of  the  caliph ;  not,  how- 
ever, without  alarm,  and  saying  to  himself, 
"  What  can  all  this  be  for  ?  My  usual  luck. 
Yesterday  I  cast  up  my  reckoning  with  the 
cadi,  and  paid  the  balance  with  my  heels.  If  I 
have  to  account  with  the  caliph,  I  am  lucky  if 
I  come  off  clear  with  my  head." 
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In  the  mean  time  the  caliph  asked  a  few 
questions  of  each  beeldar,  until  he  came  to 
Yussuf,  who  had  taken  care  to  stand  last.  His 
manoeuvres  and  embarrassment  afforded  much 
pleasure  to  the  caliph  and  Giaffar,  so  much, 
that  they  scarce  could  refrain  from  laughing 
outright.  The  last  of  the  beeldars  had  now 
been  examined,  and  had  passed  over  to  the 
right  after  the  others,  and  Yussuf  remained 
standing  by  himself.  He  shuffled  from  side 
to  side,  casting  an  eye  now  at  the  door,  and 
then  at  the  caliph,  considering  whether  he 
should  take  to  his  heels,  but  he  felt  that  it  was 
useless.  The  caliph  asked  him  who  he  was 
three  times  before  Yussuf ""s  confusion  would 
allow  him  to  answer;  and  the  chief  of  the 
beeldars  gave  him  a  push  in  the  ribs,  and  look- 
ing in  his  face,  did  not  recognise  him ;  he 
however  supposed  that  he  had  been  lately  sub- 
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stituted  by  one  of  the  other  chiefs.  "  Answer 
the  caliph,  you  great  brute,"  said  he  to  Yussuf, 
giving  him  another  dig  in  the  ribs  with  the 
handle  of  his  poniard;  but  Yussufs  tongue 
was  glued  to  his  mouth  with  fear,  and  he  stood 
trembling  without  giving  any  answer.  The 
caliph  again  repeated,  "  What  is  your  name, 
your  father's  name,  and  the  amount  of  your 
salary  as  a  beeldar  ?  and  how  did  you  get  your 
appointment .?" 

"  Is  it  to  me  you  speak,  O  hadji  caliph  .^" 
at  last  stammered  out  Yussuf. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  caliph  gravely. 

Giaffar,  who  stood  near  his  master,  then 
cried  out,  "  Yes,  you  cowardly  shred  of  a 
beeldar;  and  reply  quickly,  or  a  sword  will 
be  applied  to  your  neck.**"* 

Yussuf,  as  if  talking  to  himself,  replied,  "  I 
hope  it  will  be  my  own  then.""     He  then  replied 
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to  the  question,  "  Yes,  yes,  it's  all  right — my^- 
father  was  a  beeldar,  and  my  mother  also 
before  him.'*  At  this  extravagant  answer  the 
caliph  and  whole  court  could  no  longer  restrain 
their  mirth,  which  gave  Yussuf  a  little  more 
courage. 

'*  So,""  replied  Haroun,  "  it  appears  that  you 
are  a  beeldar,  the  son  of  a  beeldar,  and  that 
your  allowance  is  ten  dinars  yearly,  and  five 
pounds  of  mutton  daily."" 

"  Yes,  my  Umeer,"  replied  Yussuf,  "  I  be- 
lieve that  is  correct.     My  trust  is  in  God  !'* 

"  It  is  well.  Now,  Yussuf.  take  with  you 
three  other  beeldars  to  the  dungeon  of  blood, 
and  bring  to  me  the  four  robbers  who  were 
condemned  to  death  for  their  manifold  crimes 
and  enormities." 

Here  Giaffar  interfered,  and  submitted  to 
the  caliph,    whether    it  would   not  be    better 
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that  the  head-jailer  should  produce  them, 
which  being  ordered,  that  officer  presently 
made  his  appearance  with  the  four  criminals 
pinioned  and  bareheaded.  The  caliph  ordered 
three  of  the  beeldars  each  to  seize  and  blind- 
fold a  prisoner,  to  open  their  upper  garments 
ready,  to  unsheath  their  swords,  and  wait  for 
the  word  of  command.  The  three  beeldars 
made  their  obeisance,  obeyed  the  command, 
placing  the  criminals  in  a  kneeling  position, 
resting  on  their  hams,  with  their  necks  bare, 
and  their  eyes  covered.  While  the  three 
beeldars  stood  thus  in  readiness,  Yussuf  was 
in  a  dreadful  state  of  confusion.  "  To  escape 
now  is  impossible,"  said  he  to  himself.  *^  Con- 
found these  Moussul  merchants.  They  did 
well  to  say  they  would  come  no  more,  for  in  a 
few  minutes  I  shall  be  no  more  myself." 

"  You  fellow  there !  you  are  one  of  the  ap- 
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pointed  beeldars,  and  do  not  know  your  duty," 
cried  Giaffar.  *'  Why  do  you  not  lead  out  the 
criminal  as  your  companions  have  done  ?" 

Yussuf,  obh'ged'  to  obey,  now  seized  the 
fourth  prisoner,  covered  his  eyes,  laid  bare 
his  neck,  and  took  his  stand  behind  him,  but 
without  drawing  his  sword.  "  I  never  shall 
be  able  to  get  over  this,"  thought  Yussuf. 
"  In  a  few  seconds  it  will  prove  to  be  but  a 
peice  of  palm  wood,  and  I  shall  lose  my 
head  among  the  jeers  of  the  people.  How- 
ever, my  trust  is  in  God ;  and  to  Shitan  with 
all  Moussul  merchants."  He  took,  however, 
his  sheath  and  sham  sword  from  his  belt,  and 
raised  it  in  the  scabbard  over  his  shoulder. 

The   caliph,    who    watched  him    narrowly 
was  highly  diverted  with  this  manoeuvre.  "  You 
beeldar  r  cried  he,  *^  why  do  you  not  unsheath 
your  sword  ^" 
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"  My  sword,''  replied  Yussuf,  "  is  of  that 
temper  that  it  must  not  too  long  glance  in  the 
eyes  of  the  Commander  of  the  Faithful.'"* 

The  caliph  appeared  satisfied,  and  turning  to 
the  first  beeldar,  commanded  him  to  strike.     In 
a  moment,  the  head  of  the  robber  was  lying  on 
the  ground.     "  Neatly  and  bravely  done,*"  said 
the  caliph;  "•'  let  him  be  rewarded."     He  then 
gave  command  to  the  second  to  execute  his  cri- 
minal.    The  sword  whirled  in  the  air,  and  at 
one  stroke  the  head  of   the  robber  flew  some 
distance  from  the  shoulders.    The  third  criminal 
was  dispatched  with  equal  dexterity.     "  Now," 
said  the  caliph   to  Yussuf,  *'  you,  my  beeldar, 
cut  off  the  criminal's  head,  and  receive  the  like 
reward  for  your  dexterity." 

Yussuf  had  by  this  time,  to  a  certain  degree, 
recovered  his  presence  of  mind ;  he  had  not 
exactly  arranged    his  ideas,  but  they    floated 
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indistinctly  in  his  brain.  "  Well,  your  high- 
ness, allow  me  to  say  a  few  words  to  the 
criminal,""  demanded  Yussuf,  to  gain  time. 

"  Be  it  so,''  replied  the  caliph,  stuffing  his 
robe  in  his  mouth  to  prevent  laughter. 

"  The  caliph  has  commanded  that  your 
head  be  struck  off.  If  you  would  pronounce 
the  profession  of  the  true  faith  now  is  your 
time,  robber,  for  you  have  but  one  short 
minute  to  live." 

The  criminal  immediately  cried  out,  "  There 
is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is  his  prophet  r 

Yussuf  then  bared  his  muscular  arm,  and 
fiercely  rolling  his  eyes,  walked  three  times 
round  his  prisoner,  "  Declare  now  the  justice  of 
your  fate,"  cried  he  aloud;  (but  at  the  same 
time  saying  to  the  man  in  a  low  tone,  "  Swear 
you  are  innocent.")  "  Say,  is  not  your  sen- 
tence just?" 

VOL.   III.  H 
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"  No — no,"  replied  the  man  in  a  loud  voice, 
"  I  am  innocent."" 

The  caliph,  who  was  very  attentive  to  all 
that  passed,  was  much  diverted  by  Yussufs 
proceedings,  and  wondered  what  he  would  do 
next.  Yussuf  then  walked  up  to  the  caliph, 
and  prostrated  himself.  *'  0  caliph  !  vicegerent 
of  the  prophet !  deign  to  listen  to  your  faithful 
beeldar,  while  he  narrates  a  strange  adven- 
ture which  hath  befallen  him  within  these  few 
days." 

"  Speak,  beeldar,  we  are  all  attention ;  re- 
member that  thy  words  be  those  of  truth.*" 

"  It  was  on  the  evening  before  your  highness 
issued  the  decree  that  no  water  should  be  sup- 
plied to  the  bazaar  from  the  Tigris,  that  as  I 
was  sitting  in  my  house,  performing  my  sacred 
duties,  and  studying  the  Koran,  which  I  read 
in    a   loud  voice,    three   merchants  of  Mous- 
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sul  claimed  and  intreated  my  hospitality.  The 
Koran  has  pointed  out  hospitality  as  a  virtue 
necessary  to  every  true  believer,  and  I  hastened 
to  open  my  door  and  receive  them." 

"  Indeed,"  replied  the  caliph,  looking  at 
Giaffar.  "  Tell  me,  beeldar,  what  sort  of 
looking  personages  might  these  Moussul  mer- 
chants be?" 

"  111  favoured  to  a  degree.  One  was  a  pot- 
bellied, rascally-looking  fellow,  with  a  great 
beard,  who  looked  as  if  he  had  just  come  out  of 
a  jail.  (The  caliph  winked  at  his  vizier,  as 
much  as  to  say.  There  is  your  portrait.)  Ano- 
ther was  a  black-bearded,  beetle- browed,  hang- 
dog looking  rascal.  (Giaffar  bowed  to  the 
caliph.)  And  the  third  was  a  blubber-lipped, 
weazen-faced  skeleton  of  a  negro.  (Mesrour 
clapped  his  hand  to  his  dagger  with  impatience.) 
In  short,  your  highness,  I  may  safely  say,  that 
<^  H  2 
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the  three  criminals  whose  heads  have  just  been 
forfeited  to  justice,  were,  as  far  as  appearances 
went,  honest  looking  men,  compared  to  the 
three  Moussul  merchants.  Nevertheless,  as  in 
duty  bound,  I  received  these  three  men,  gave 
them  shelter,  and  spread  a  table  of  the  best  be- 
fore them.  They  indulged  in  kabobs,  and 
asking  for  wine  and  rakee,  which,  as  forbidden 
by  the  law,  I  never  taste,  I  went  out  and  pur- 
chased it  for  them.  They  did  eat  and  drink 
till  the  dawn  broke,  and  then  they  departed." 

"  Indeed,"  said  the  caliph. 

"  The  next  night,  to  my  great  annoyance, 
they  aroused  me  from  my  devotions  as  before. 
Again  did  my  substance  disappear  in  providing 
for  their  demands ;  and,  after  having  eaten  and 
drunk  until  they  were  intoxicated,  they  went 
away,  and  I  hoped  to  see  them  no  more,  as  they 
were  not  sparing  in  their  observations  upon  the 
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new  decree  of  your  highness,  relative  to  the 
shutting  up  of  the  baths." 

*'  Proceed,  good  Yussuf." 

*'  The  third  night  they  again  came,  and  hav- 
ing no  more  money  to  spare,  and  finding  them 
still  making  my  house  a  tavern,  I  hoped  that 
they  would  come  no  more;  but  they  came 
again,  a  fourth  night,  and  then  behaved  most 
indecorously,  singing  lewd  songs,  and  calling 
out  for  wine  and  rakee  until  I  could  bear  it  no 
more,  and  I  then  told  them  that  I  could  no 
longer  receive  them.  The  fat-stomached  one, 
whom  I  have  before  mentioned,  then  rose,  and 
said,  '  Yussuf,  we  have  proved  your  hospita- 
lity, and  we  thank  you.  No  one  would  have 
received  three  such  ill-favoured  persons,  and 
have  regaled  them  for  the  love  of  God,  as  you 
have  done.  We  will  now  reward  thee.  Thou 
art  a  beeldar  of  the  palace,   and   we  will  now 
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present  thee  with  the  sword  of  justice,  which 
has  been  lost  since  the  days  of  the  great 
Solomon;  take  this,  and  judge  not  by  its  out- 
ward appearance.  When  commanded  to  take 
off  the  head  of  a  criminal,  if  he  is  guilty,  the 
sword  will  flash  like  fire,  and  never  fail ;  but 
should  he  be  innocent,  it  will  become  a  harm- 
less lath  of  wood/  I  took  the  present,  and  was 
about  to  return  thanks,  when  the  three  ill-fa- 
voured Moussul  merchants  gradually  took  the 
form  of  celestial  beings,  and  vanished.'* 

"  Indeed,  this  is  a  strange  story — what, 
did  the  big-bellied  fellow  look  like  an  angel  ?" 

"  As  an  angel  of  light,  O  caliph." 

"  What,  and  the  weazened-faced  negro  ?"" 

*-'  Like  a  houri,  O  caliph." 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  the  caliph,  "  you 
shall  now,  Yussuf,  try  the  power  of  this  won- 
derful sword.     Strike  off  that  criminars  head." 
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Yussuf  returned  to  the  robber,  who  re- 
mained kneeling,  and  walked  round  him,  crying 
out  with  a  loud  voice,  "  O  sword,  if  this  man 
be  guilty,  do  thy  duty ;  but  if  he  be,  as  he  has 
declared  in  his  dying  moments,  innocent,  then 
become  thou  harmless."  With  these  words 
Yussuf  drew  his  sword,  and  exhibited  a  lath 
of  palm-wood.  "  He  is  innocent,  O  caliph  ; 
this  man,  being  unjustly  condemned,  ought  to 
be  set  free." 

"  Most  certainly,"  replied  the  caliph,  de- 
lighted with  the  manoeuvre  of  Yussuf,  "  let  him 
be  liberated.  Chief  of  the  beeldars,  we  cannot 
part  with  a  man,  who,  like  Yussuf,  possesses  so 
famous  a  weapon.  Let  there  be  ten  more  beel- 
dars appointed,  and  let  Yussuf  have  thecommand 
of  them  as  chief,  with  the  same  perquisites  and 
salary  as  the  other  chiefs." 

Yussuf  prostrated  himself  before  the  caliph, 
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delighted  with  his  good  fortune,  and  as  he 
retired,  he  exclaimed,  "  I  am  Yussuf,  my  trust 
is  in  God.  Allah  preserve  the  three  Moussul 
merchants."" 

It  was  not  long  before  the  caliph,  GiafFar, 
and  Mesrour,  appeared  again  as  the  merchants 
to  Yussuf,  and  heartily  enjoyed  his  discomfiture 
and  confusion,  when  they  discovered  themselves. 
Still  Yussuf  enjoyed  the  favour  of  Haroun  to 
the  end  of  his  life,  and  was  more  fortunate  than 
Giaffar  and  others,  who  only  once  fell  under  the 
wrath  and  suspicion  of  the  all-powerful  caliph. 

"  Such,  O  pacha,  is  the  history  of  Yussuf,  the 
water-carrier." 

"  Yes,  and  a  very  good  story  too.  Have  you 
not  another,  Menouni .?" 

"  Your  highness,"  replied  Mustapha,  "  the 
caravan  will  depart  at  break  of  day,   and  Me- 
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nouni  has  but  three  hours  to  prepare.  It  can 
no  longer  be  detained  without  the  chief  making 
a  report  to  the  authorities,  which  would  not  be 
well  received." 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  the  pacha;  "  let  Me- 
nouni  be  rewarded,  and  we  will  try  to  find  some 
other  story  teller,  until  his  return  from  his  pil- 
grimage." 


H  5 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  MusTAPHA,"  observed  the  pacha,  taking 
his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  ••'  what  makes 
the  poets  talk  so  much  about  the  Book  of 
Fate?" 

"  The  Book  of  Fate,  your  highness,  is  where 
is  written  our  Tallehy  or  destiny.  Can  I  say 
more  .f^" 

"  Allah  Acbar !  God  is  great !  and  it  is  well 
said.  But  why  a  book,  when  nobody  can  read 
it.?" 
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"  These  are  great  words,  and  spiced  with 
wisdom.  O  pacha !  doth  not  Hafiz  say, 
*  Every  moment  you  enjoy,  count  it  gain  V 
Who  can  say  what  will  be  the  event  of  any 
thing  r' 

"  Wallah  Thaib !  well  said,  by  Allah  ! 
Then  why  a  book,  if  the  book  is  sealed  ?" 

*'  Yet  are  there  wise  men  who  can  read  our 
Kismet,  and  foretell." 

"  Yes,  very  true  ;  but  I  have  observed  that 
it  is  not  until  after  an  event  has  happened, 
that  they  tell  you  of  it.  What  are  these  astro- 
logers ?  Bosh — nothing — I  have  said."  And 
the  pacha  remained  some  time  smoking  his  pipe 
in  silence. 

*'  May  it  please  your  highness,"  observed 
Mustapha,  "  I  have  outside  a  wretch  who  is 
anxious    to    crawl   into   your   presence.      He 
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comes  from  the  far-distant  land  of  Kathay — 
an  unbeliever  with  two  tails." 

"  Two  tails  !  was  he  a  pacha  in  his  own 
country  ?" 

"  A  pacha  !  Staffir  Allah  ! — God  forgive  me  ! 
A  dog — a  most  miserable  dog — on  my  eyes  be 
it ;  but  still  he  hath  two  tails.*" 

"  Let  the  dog  with  two  tails  be  admitted," 
replied  the  pacha.     *'  We  have  said  it."' 

A  yellow-skinned,  meagre,  and  wrinkled  old 
Chinaman  was  brought  in  between  two  of  the 
guards.  His  eyes  were  very  small  and  bleared, 
his  cheek  bones  prominent ;  all  that  could  be 
discovered  of  his  nose  were  two  expanded 
nostrils  at  its  base  ;  his  mouth  of  an  enormous 
width,  with  teeth  as  black  as  ink.  As  soon  as 
the  guards  stopped,  he  slipped  down  from 
between    them    on    his   knees,    and    throwing 
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forward  his  body,  kovr-tow-edi  with  his  head  in 
the  dust  nine  times,  and  then  remained  with 
his  face  down  on  the  floor. 

"  Let  the  dog  with  two  tails  rise,"  said  the 
pacha. 

This  order  not  being  immediately  obeyed  by 
the  servile  Chinaman,  each  of  the  two  guards 
who  stood  by  him  seized  one  of  the  plaited 
tails  of  hair,  which  were  nearly  an  ell  in  length, 
and  pulled  up  his  head  from  the  floor.  The 
Chinaman  then  remained  cross-legged,  with  his 
eyes  humbly  fixed  upon  the  ground. 

"  Who  art  thou,  dog  ?"  said  the  pacha, 
pleased  with  the  man's  humility. 

"  I  am  of  Kathay,  and  your  vilest  slave," 
replied  the  man  in  good  Turkish.  "  In  my  own 
country  I  was  a  poet.  Destiny  hath  brought 
me  here,  and  I  now  work  in  the  gardens  of  the 
palace." 
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"  If  you  are  a  poet,  you  can  tell  me  many  a 
story." 

"  Your  sl^ve  hath  told  thousands  in  his  life- 
time, such  hath  been  my  fate." 

'*  Talking  about  fate,*"*  said  Mustapha,  "  can 
you  tell  his  highness  a  story,  in  which  des- 
tiny has  been  foretold,  and  hath  been  accom- 
plished ?  if  so,  begin.'' 

"  There  is  a  story  of  my  own  country,  O 
vizier !  in  which  destiny  was  foretold,  and  was 
most  unhappily  accomplished." 

"  You  may  proceed,"  said  Mustapha,  at  a  sign 
from  the  pacha. 

The  Chinaman  thrust  his  hand  into  the 
breast  of  his  blue  cotton  shirt,  and  pulled  out 
a  sort  of  instrument  made  from  the  shell  of  a 
tortoise,  with  three  or  four  strings  stretched 
across;  and  in  a  low,  monotonous  tone,  some- 
thing between  a  chaunt  and  a  whine,  not  alto- 
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gether  unmusical,  he  commenced  his  story.  But 
first  he  struck  his  instrument,  and  ran  over  a 
short  prelude,  which  may  be  imagined  by  a 
series  of  false  notes,  running  as  follows  : — 

Ti-tum,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum, 
ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

And  as  he  proceeded  in  his  story,  whenever 
he  was  out  of  breath,  he  stopped  and  struck  a 
few  notes  of  his  barbarous  music. 
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,  Who  was  more  impassioned  in  his  nature, 
who  was  more  formed  for  love,  than  the  great 
Han  Koong  Shew,  known  in  the  celestial  ar- 
chives as  the  sublime  Youantee,  brother  of  the 
sun  and  moon  ? — whose  court  was  so  superb — 
whose    armies    were    so    innumerable — whose 
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territories  were  so  vast — ^bounded  as  they  were 
by  the  four  seas,  which  bounded  the  whole 
universe ;  yet  was  he  bound  by  destiny  to  be 
unhappy,  and  thus  do  I  commence  the  wondrous 
tale  of  Han — the  sorrows  of  the  magnificent 
Youantee. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly 

Yes,  he  felt  that  some  one  thing  was  wanting. 
All  his  power,  his  wealth,  his  dignity,  filled  not 
his  soul  with  pleasure.  He  turned  from  the 
writings  of  the  great  Fo — he  closed  the  book. 
Alas  !  he  sighed  for  a  second  self  to  whom  he 
might  point  out—"  All  this  is  mine."  His 
heart  yearned  for  a  fair  damsel — a  maid  of 
beauty — to  whose  beauty  he  might  bow.  He, 
to  whom  the  world  was  prostrate,  the  universe 
were  slaves,  longed  for  an  amorous  captivity, 
and  sighed  for  chains.  But  where  was  the 
maiden   to   be  found,   worthy  to  place  fetters 
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upon  the  brother  of  the  sun  and  moon  —the 
magnificent  master  of  the  universe?  Where 
was  she  to  be  found? 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

Yes,  there  was  one,  and  but  one,  worthy  to 
be  his  mate,  worthy  to  be  the  queen  of  a  land 
of  eternal  spring,  filled  with  trees,  whose  stems 
were  of  gold,  branches  of  silver,  leaves  of 
emerald,  and  whose  fruits  were  the  fragrant 
apples  of  immortality.  And  where  was  this 
moon,  fit  bride  unto  the  sun  ?  Was  she  not 
plunged  in  grief — hidden  in  a  well  of  her  own 
tears — even  in  the  gardens  of  joy  ?  Those 
eyes  which  should  have  sunned  a  court  of 
princes,  were  dimmed  with  eternal  sorrow. 
And  who  was  the  cause  of  this  eclipse,  but  the 
miscreant,  gold-loving  minister,  Suchong  Polly- 
hong  Ka-te-tow. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly. 
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The  mandarins  were  summoned  by  the  great 
Youantee,  the  court  in  its  splendour  bowed 
down  their  heads  into  the  dust  of  delight  as 
they  listened  to  the  miracle  of  his  eloquence. 
"  Hear  me,  ye  first  chop  mandarins,  peers, 
lords,  and  princes  of  the  empire.  Listen  to 
the  words  of  Youantee.  Hath  not  each  bird 
that  skims  the  air,  its  partner  in  the  nest  ? 
Hath  not  each  beast  its  mate  ?  Have  not  you 
all  eyes,  which  beam  but  upon  you  alone  ?  Am 
I  then  so  unfortunately  great,  or  so  greatly  un- 
fortunate, that  I  may  not  be  permitted  to  de- 
scend to  love  ?  Even  the  brother  of  the  sun  and 
moon  cannot,  during  his  career  on  earth,  exist 
alone.  Seek,  then,  through  the  universe,  a 
maiden  for  thy  lord,  that  like  my  brother,  the 
sun,  who  sinks  each  night  into  the  bosom  of 
the  ocean,  I  too  may  repose  upon  the  bosom  of 
my  mate.     Seek,  I  say,  search   each  corner  of 


THE    WONDROUS    TALE    OF    HAN.  163 

the  world,  that  its  treasures  may  be  poured 
forth  at  our  golden  feet,  and  one  gem  he 
selected  for  our  especial  wear.  But  first,  O 
wise  men  and  astrologers,  summon  ye  the 
planets  and  stars  of  destiny,  that  they  may 
ascertain  whether,  by  this  conjunction,  aught  of 
evil  be  threatened  to  our  celestial  person,  or  to 
our  boundless  empire." 

Ti-turn,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

Where  is  the  star  which  leaps  not  in  his 
course  with  delight,  to  obey  the  wishes  of  the 
brother  of  the  sun  and  moon  ?  Where  was 
the  planet  that  rejoiced  not  to  assist  so  near  a 
relative.?  Yes,  they  all  hearkened,  bowing 
down  to  the  astrolabes  of  the  astrologers,  like 
generous  steeds,  who  knelt  to  receive  their 
riders ;  yet,  when  they  all  did  meet  to  throw 
light  upon  the  required  page  of  destiny,  was 
not  their  brightness  dimmed,  when  they  per- 
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ceived  as  they  read  it,  that  it  was  full  of  tears, 
and  that  joy  floated  but  as  a  bubble.  The 
wise  men  sighed  as  the  decree  of  fate  was 
handed  down  to  them,  and  with  their  faces  to 
the  earth,  thus  did  they  impart  the  contents  of 
the  revealed  page  to  the  magnificent  Youantee. 

"  The  brother  of  the  sun  and  moon  would 
wed.  Beauty  shall  be  laid  at  the  golden  feet, 
but  the  pearl  beyond  price  will  be  found  and 
lost.  There  will  be  joy  and  there  will  be 
sorrow.  Joy  in  life,  sorrow  both  in  life  and 
death  ;  for  a  black  dragon,  foe  to  the  celestial 
empire,  threatens  like  an  overhanging  cloud. 
More,  the  stars  dare  not  reveal." 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

Here  the  pacha  looked  at  Mustapha,  and 
nodded  his  head  in  approbation,  as  much  as 
to   say,  "  Now  we  are  coming   to  the  point." 
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Mustapha  bowed,  and  the    Chinese   poet  con- 
tinued. 

The  golden  eyes  of  the  great  Youantee  were 
filled  with  silver  tears  when  the  page  of  destiny 
was  made  known ;  but  the  sun  of  hope  rose, 
and  bore  away  the  sacred  dew  to  heaven.  Then 
called  he  the  minister,  ever  to  be  disgraced  in 
story,  Suchong  Polly  hong  Ka-te-tow,  and  the 
emperor  desired  him  to  make  a  progress  through 
the  universe,  his  dominions,  to  find  out  the 
most  beautiful  maidens,  to  be  brought  to  the 
celestial  feet,  at  the  coming  feast  of  Lanthorns. 
But  before  they  could  be  permitted  to  shoot 
up  the  rays  of  love  through  the  mist  of  glory 
which  surrounded  the  imperial  throne — before 
their  charms  were  to  make  the  attempt  upon 
the  heart  of  magnanimity,  it  was  necessary 
that  all  their   portraits   should    be    submitted 
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to  the  great  Youantee,  in  the  hall  of  delight. 
That  is  to  say,  out  of  the  twenty  thousand 
virgins  whose  images  were  to  be  impressed 
upon  the  ivory,  one  hundred  only,  selected  by 
a  committee  of  taste,  composed  of  the  first  class 
mandarins  and  princes,  were  to  be  honoured 
with  the  beam  of  the  celestial  eye. 

The  avaricious,  gold-seeking,  Suchong  Polly- 
hong  Ka-te-tow,  had  performed  his  task — wealth 
poured  into  his  coffers  from  theambitious  parents, 
who  longed  to  boast  of  an  alliance  with  the  bro- 
ther of  the  sun  and  moon,  and  many  were  the  ill- 
favoured  whose  portraits  were  dismissed  by  the 
committee  of  taste,  with  surprise  at  the  minister"'s 
ideas  of  beauty. 

Now  there  was  a  certain  mandarin,  whose 
daughter  had  long  been  extolled  through  the 
province  of  Kartou,  as  a  miracle  of  beauty,  and 
her  father,  Whanghang,  brought  her  in  a  litter 
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to  the  minister  Suchong  PoUyhong  Ka-te-tow. 
He  felt  that  her  charms  were  piercing  as  an 
arrow,  and  that  he  had  found  a  fit  mate  for 
the  brother  of  the  sun  and  moon;  but  his 
avarice  demanded  a  sum  which  the  father 
would  not  pay.  Refuse  to  send  her  portrait, 
he  dare  not ;  it  was  therefore  ordered  to  be 
taken,  as  well  as  the  others,  and  Whanghang 
considered  himself  as  the  father-in-law  of  the 
celestial  Youantee.  jThe  young  painter  vvho 
was  employed,  finished  his  task,  then  laid  down 
his  pencil,  and  died  with  grief  and  love  of  such 
perfection,  which  he  never  could  hope  to  obtain. 
The  picture  was  sent  to  the  vile  minister,  who 
reserved  it  for  himself,  and  wrote  the  name  of 
this  pearl  beyond  price,  under  that  of  another, 
unworthy  to  unloose  her  zone  as  her  hand- 
maiden. The  committee  of  taste  did,  however, 
select   that  picture  among  the  hundred  to  be 
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placed  in  the  hall  of  delight,  not  because  the  pic- 
ture was  beautiful,  but  because  the  fame  of  her 
beauty  had  reached  the  court,  and  they  thought  it 
right  that  the  emperor  should  see  the  picture. 
The  virgins,  whose  pictures  were  thus  selected, 
were  all  ordered  to  repair  to  the  imperial  palace, 
and  the  magnificent  Youantee  entered  the  hall  of 
delight,  which  was  illumined  with  ten  thousand 
lanthorns,  and  cast  his  eyes  over  the  portraits  of 
the  hundred  beauties,  but  not  one  feature  touch- 
ed his  heart,  he  turned  away  in  disgust  at  the 
degenerate  countenances  of  the  age.  "  Is  this 
all,*"  exclaimed  he,  "  that  the  world  can  lay  at 
the  feet  of  its  lord  ?"  And  the  committee  of 
taste  prostrated  themselves  when  they  beheld  his 
indignation.  *'  And  this,"  exclaimed  he,  point- 
ing to  the  supposed  portrait  of  the  daughter  of 
Whanghang ;  *'  who  is  this  presumptuous  one 
who  hath  dared  to  disgrace  with  her  features 
the  hall  of  delight.?'' 
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"  That,  O  emperor,"  said  the  wily  Suchong 
Pollyhong  Ka-te-tow,  "  is  the  far-famed  beauty 
Chaoukeun,  whose  insolent  father  dared  to  say, 
that  if  it  was  not  sent,  he  would  lay  his  com- 
plaint at  the  celestial  feet.  In  her  province 
the  fame  of  her  beauty  was  great,  and  I  did 
not  like  to  be  accused  of  partiality,  so  it  has 
been  placed  before  the  imperial  eye." 

"  First,  then,"  exclaimed  the  emperor,  "  let 
it  be  proclaimed,  that  the  whole  province  of 
Karton  is  peopled  by  fools,  and  levy  upon  it  a 
fine  of  one  hundred  thousand  ounces  of  gold, 
for  its  want  of  taste ;  and  next,  let  this  vain 
one  be  committed  to  perpetual  seclusion  in 
the  eastern  tower  of  the  imperial  palace.  Let 
the  other  maidens  be  sent  to  their  parents,  for 
as  yet  there  is  not  found  a  fit  bride  for  the 
brother  of  the  sun  and  moon." 

The    imperial    mandates  were    obeyed,  and 

VOL.  III.  I 
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thus  was  the  first  part  of  the  prophecy  ful- 
filled, that  "  the  pearl  beyond  price  would  be 
found  and  Zos^." 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum, 
ti. 

Yes,  she  was  lost,  for  the  resplendent  Chaou- 
keun  was  shut  up  to  waste  away  her  peerless 
beauty  in  sorrow  and  in  solitude.     One  small 
terrace  walk  was  the  only  spot  permitted  her 
on  which  to  enjoy  the  breezes  of  heaven.     Night 
was  lookingdown  in  loveliness,  with  her  countless 
eyes,    upon  the  injustice   and  cruelty  of  men, 
when     the    magnificent    Youantee,    who    had 
little  imagined  that  the  brother  of  the  sun  and 
moon  would  be  doomed  to  swallow  the  bitter 
pillau  of  disappointment,  as  had  been  latterly 
his  custom,  quitted  the  palace  to  walk   in  the 
gardens  and  commune  with  his  own  thoughts, 
unattended.     And  it  pleased  destiny,  that  the 
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pearl  beyond  price,  the  neglected  Chaoukeun 
also  was  induced,  by  the  beauty  and  stillness 
of  the   night,   to  press   the  shell    sand   which 
covered  the  terrace  walk,  with  her   diminutive 
feet,  so  diminutive,  that  she  almost  tottered  in 
her  gait.     The  tear  trembled    in  her  eye    as 
she    thought   of   her    own   happy   home,  and 
bitterly  did  she  bewail  that  beauty,  which,  in- 
stead of  raising  her  to  a  throne,  had  by  malice 
and  avarice  condemned  her  to  perpetual  solitude. 
She  looked  upwards  at  the  starry  heaven,  but 
felt  no    communion  with  its  loveliness.      She 
surveyed  the  garden  of  sweets  from  the  terrace, 
but  all  appeared  to  be  desolate.     Of  late,  her 
only   companions  had  been  her  tears  and  her 
lute,  whose  notes  were  as  plaintive  as  her  own. 
"  Omy  mother !"  exclaimed  she;  "  beloved, 
but  too  ambitious  mother!  but  for  one  little 
hour  to  lay  this  head  upon  your  bosom  !  Fatal 
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hath  been  the  dream  you  rejoiced  in  at  my 
nativity — in  which  the  moon  shone  out  so 
brilliantly,  and  then  descended  into  the  earth  at 
your  feet.  I  have  shone  but  a  little,  little 
time,  and  now  am  I  buried,  as  it  were,  in  the 
earth,  at  my  joyous  age.  Immured  in  this 
solitary  tower,  my  hopes  destroyed — my  por- 
trait cannot  have  been  seen — and  now  I  am  lost 
for  ever.  Thou  lute,  sole  companion  of  my  woes, 
let  us  join  our  voices  of  complaint.  Let  us 
fancy  that  the  flowers  are  listening  to  our  grief, 
and  that  the  dews  upon  the  half-closed  petals 
are  tears  of  pity  for  my  misfortunes.  And 
Chaoukeun  struck  her  lute,  and  thus  poured 
out  her  lament : 

"  O  tell  me,  thou  all-glorious  sun, 
Were  there  no  earth  to  drink  thy  light, 

Would  not,  in  vain,  thy  course  be  run. 
Thy  reign  be  o'er  a  realm  of  night? 
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Thus  charms  were  born  to  be  enthroned 

In  hearts,  and  youth  to  be  carest, 
And  beauty  is  not,  if  not  owned, 

At  least  by  one  adoring  breast." 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  titum,  ti. 

The  musical  notes  of  the  peerless  Chaoukeun 
were  not  thrown  away  only  upon  flowers  deaf 
and  dumb,  they  vibrated  in  the  ears  of  the 
magnificent  Youantee,  who  had  sat  down  on 
the  back  of  an  enormous  metal  dragon,  which 
had  been  placed  in  the  walk  under  the  terrace. 
The  emperor  listened  with  surprise  at  her  so- 
liloquy, with  admiration  at  her  enchanting 
song.  For  some  minutes  he  remained  in  a  pro- 
found reverie,  and  then  rising  from  the  dragon, 
he  walked  towards  the  gate  of  the  tower,  and 
clapped  his  hands.  The  eunuch  made  his  ap- 
pearance. "  Keeper  of  the  Yellow  Tower," 
said  the  emperor,  "  but  now  I  heard  the  sounds 
of  a  lute." 
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'*  Even  so,  0  Sustenance  of  the  world,"  re- 
sponded the  slave. 

"  Was  it  not  rather  an  angel  than  a  mortal, 
whose  mellifluous  notes  accompanied  the  in- 
strument ?"  said  the  magnificent  Youantee. 

"  Certainly  is  she  blest  beyond  mortality, 
since  her  melody  has  found  favour  in  the  ce- 
lestial ears,"  replied  the  black  keeper  of  the 
Yellow  Tower. 

''Go  then,  and  quickly  summon  all  our  highest 
officers  of  state,  to  lay  their  robes  upon  the 
ground,  that  she  may  pass  over  them  to  our 
presence  at  the  dragon  below  the  terrace." 

The  magnificent  Youantee,  brother  of  the  sun 
and  moon,  returned  to  his  former  seat,  filled     - 
with  pleasing  anticipations,  while    the  eunuch     ^ 
hastened  to  obey  the  celestial  commands.     The 
mandarins  of  the  first  class   hastened  to  obey 
the  orders  of  Youantee ;  their  furred  and  velvet 
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cloaks,  rich  in  gold  and  silver  ornaments,  were 
spread  from  the  tower  to  the  dragon  at  the 
terrace,  forming  a  path  rich  and  beautiful  as 
the  milky  way  in  the  heavens.  The  pearl 
beyond  price,  the  peerless  Chaoukeun,  like  the 
moon  in  her  splendour,  passed  over  it  into  the 
presence  of  the  great  Youantee. 

"  Immortal  Fo,"  exclaimed  the  emperor,  as 
the  attendants  raised  their  lanthorns,  so  as  to 
throw  light  upon  her  countenance,  "  by  what 
black  mischance  have  such  charms  been  hidden 
from  our  sight  ?"" 

Then  did  the  peerless  Chaoukeun  narrate,  in 
few  words,  the  treachery  and  avarice  of  Su- 
chong  PoUyhong  Ka-te-tow. 

"  Hasten,  0  mandarins,  let  the  scissors  of  dis- 
grace cut  off  the  two  tails  of  this  wretch,  and 
then  let  the  sword  of  justice  sever  off  his  head  " 

But  the  rumour  of  his  sentence  flew  on  the 
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wind  to  Suchong  PoUyhong  Ka-te-tow  ;  and 
before  the  executioner  could  arrive,  he  had 
mounted  a  horse  fleeter  than  the  wind,  and  with 
the  portrait  of  the  peerless  Chaoukeun  in  his 
vest,  had  left  even  rumour  far  behind. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum, 
ti. 

And  to  whom  did  the  miscreant  minister 
fly,  to  hide  his  devoted  head  ?  He  flew  to  the 
wild  nations  of  the  north,  the  riders  of  wild 
horses,  with  sharp  scimetars  and  long  lances. 
For  three  days  and  three  nights  did  the  hoofs 
of  his  fiery  steed  strike  fire  upon  the  flints, 
which  he  spurned  in  his  impetuous  course,  and 
then,  as  an  immortal  poet  hath  already  sung, 
"  he  bowed  his  head  and  died."  With  the 
portrait  of  the  peerless  Chaoukeun  in  his 
bosom,  and  his  mandarin  garments  raised  up 
under  each  arm,  the  miscreant  Suchong  Polly- 
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hong  Ka-te-tow  reached  the  presence  of  the 
Great  Khan.  "  O  Khan  of  Tartary,"  said  he, 
"  may  thy  sword  be  ever  keen,  thy  lance 
unerring,  and  thy  courser  swift.  I  am  thy 
slave.  O  thou  who  commandest  an  hundred 
thousand  warriors — hath  thy  slave  permission 
to  address  thee  ?'' 

"  Speak,  and  be  d d,"  replied  the  warrior 

chief,  of  few  words,  whose  teeth  were  busy 
with  some  pounds  of  horse-flesh. 

"  Thou  knowest,  O  Khan,  that  it  hath  been 
the  custom  for  ages  that  the  celestial  empire 
should  provide  for  thee  a  fair  damsel  for  thy 
nuptial  bed,  and  that  this  hath  been  the  price 
paid  by  the  celestial  court,  to  prevent  the 
ravages  of  thy  insatiate  warriors.  O  Khan, 
there  is  a  maid,  whose  lovely  features  I  now 
have  with  me,  most  worthy  to  be  raised  up  to 
thy  nuptial  couch."    And  the  miscreant  laid  at 
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the  feet  of  the  Great  Khan  the  portrait  of  the 
peerless  Chaoukeun. 

The  chief  finished  his  repast,  and  then  with 
his  lance,  turned  over  the  image  of  the  pearl 
beyond  all  price.  He  looked  at  it,  then  passed 
it  to  those  around  him.  The  savage  warriors 
stared  at  the  lovely  portrait,  and  admired  it 
not  —yet  did  they  long  for  war.  "  Tell  me, 
O  chiefs,"  said  the  Great  Khan,  "  is  that  baby- 
face  you  look  at  worth  contending  for  ?" 

And,  with  one  voice,  the  chiefs  replied,  that 
she  was  worthy  to  share  the  nuptial  couch  of 
the  Great  Khan. 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  he,  "  I  am  no  judge  of 
beauty.  Let  the  encampment  be  broken  up — 
this  evening  we  move  southwards."  And  the 
Tartar  chief  entered  the  northern  provinces  of 
the  celestial  empire,  with  his  hundred  thousand 
warriors,  destroying  all   with  fire  and   sword, 
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proving  his  sincere  wish  to  unite  himself  to  the 
Chinese  nation  by  the  indiscriminate  slaughter 
of  man,  woman,  and  child  ;  and  his  ardent  love 
for  the  peerless  Chaoukeun,  by  making  a  nup- 
tial torch  of  every  town  and  village. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

But  we  must  return  to  the  celestial  court, 
and  astonish  the  world  with  the  wonderful 
events  which  there  took  place.  The  astrologers 
and  wise  men  had  consulted  the  heavens,  and 
had  ascertained  that  on  the  thirty-third  minute 
after  the  thirteenth  hour,  the  marriage  proces- 
sion must  set  out,  or  the  consummation  would 
not  be  prosperous.  Who  can  describe  the 
pomp  and  glory  of  the  spectacle,  or  give  an 
adequate  idea  of  its  splendour  ?  Alas !  it 
would  not  be  possible,  even  if  it  were  attempted 
by  ten  thousand  poets,  each  with  ten  thousand 
tongues  of    silver,    singing    for   ten  thousand 
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years.  Such,  however,  was  the  order  of  the 
procession. 

First  walked  ten  thousand  officers  of  justice, 
with  long  bamboos,  striking  right  and  left  to 
clear  the  way,  to  the  cadence  of  soft  music, 
blending  with  the  plaintive  cries  of  those  who 
limped  away  and  rubbed  their  shins. 

Then  marching,  ten  abreast,  one  hundred 
thousand  lanthorns  to  assist  the  sun,  partially 
eclipsed  by  the  splendour  of  the  procession. 

Next  appeared,  slowly  keeping  time  to  a 
dead  march,  five  thousand  decapitated  crimi- 
nals, each  carrying  his  own  head  by  its  long 
tail  of  hair. 

"  Staffir  Allah  !     What  is  that  but  a  lie  ?" 
exclaimed  the  pacha.     "  Did  you  hear  what  the 
dog  has  dared  to  breathe  into  our  ears,  Mus- 
tapha  ?" 
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"  Mighty  pacha,"  replied  the  Chinaman,  with 
humility,  "  if  your  wisdom  pronounces  it  to 
be  a  lie— a  lie  it  most  certainly  must  be  ;  still 
it  is  not  the  lie  of  your  slave,  who  but  repeats 
the  story  as  handed  down  by  the  immortal 
eastern  poet." 

"  Nevertheless,  there  appears  to  be  a  trifling 
mistake,"  observed  Mustapha.  "  Is  the  pro- 
cession to  proceed,  O  pacha  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes ;  but  by  the  prophet,  let  tlie  dog 
tremble,  if  again  he  presumes  to  laugh  at  our 
beards." 

After  the  decapitated  criminals,  which  your 
highness  objects  to,  came  in  procession  those 
criminals  with  their  heads  on,  who  were  to 
suffer  for  their  oifences  on  this  day  of  universal 
happiness. 

First  came  two  thousand  robbers,  sentenced 
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to  be  hung  up  by  their  heels,  emblematic  of 
their  wish  to  turn  every  thing  upside  down 
— so  to  remain  until  they  were  pecked  to  death 
by  the  crows,  or  torn  to  pieces  by  the  vul- 
tures. 

The  banner  of  innovation. 

One  of  the  robber  chiefs,  ordered  to  be 
choked  with  an  abacus,  which  was  suspended 
round  his  neck. 

Another  of  the  robber  chiefs.  This  man,  al- 
though a  follower  of  the  court,  and  sunned  in 
the  celestial  presence,  had  dared  to  utter  vile 
falsehoods  against  the  celestial  dynasty.  He 
was  sentenced  to  have  his  skin  peeled  off,  and 
to  eat  his  own  words,  until  he  died  from  the 
\arulent  poison  which  they  contained. 

The  most  important  of  all  the  criminals  next 
appeared,  who  being  great  in  favour  at  court, 
and  appointed  to  the  high  office  of  physician  to 
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the  celestial  conscience,  had  been  discovered  in 
the  base  attempt  of  drugging  it  with  opium ; 
he  had  also  committed  several  other  enormities, 
such  as  being  intoxicated  in  his  mandarin  robes, 
and  throwing  mud  at  the  first  chief  mandarin  ; 
also  of  throwing  aside  his  robes,  mingling  with 
the  lower  classes,  and  associating  with  mounte- 
banks, jugglers,  and  tight-rope  dancers.  His 
enormities  were  written  on  a  long  scroll  sus- 
pended round  his  neck.  His  sentence  was  the 
torture  of  disappointment  and  envy,  previous  to 
a  condign  political  death. 

After  him  came  a  disgraced  yellow  man- 
darin, who  had  been  a  great  enemy  of  the 
criminal  who  preceded  him.  He  was  seated 
upon  a  throne  of  jet,  and  his  arms  supported  in 
derision  by  two  prize-fighters.  His  crime 
was     playing    at    pitch     and    toss    with    the 
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lower  classes.  His  punishment  was  merely  ex- 
posure. 

Such  were  the  criminals  who  were  to  suffer 
upon  this  day  of  universal  happiness  and  de- 
light. 

Then  came  fifty  thousand  archers  of  the 
blue  dragon  battalion,  carrying  in  their  hands 
chowries  of  horses'  tails  to  clear  away  the  blue- 
bottle flies. 

Next  appeared  ten  thousand  virgins,  all 
modest,  lovely,  and  in  light  drapery,  singing 
hymns  in  praise  of  Ganesa  on  the  Rat,  the  God 
of  pure  love ; 

Attended  by  ten  thousand  youths,  who  tickled 
the  said  ten  thousand  virgins,  singing  hymns  in 
praise  of  the  upright  Fo. 

Fifty  thousand  archers  of  the  green  dragon 
battalion,  each  carrying  along  peacock's  feather 
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in  his  right  hand,  to  ascertain  how  the  wind 
blew. 

Five  hundred  physicians  attending  the  celes- 
tial court,,  each  carrying  a  silver  box  with 
golden  pills. 

The  head  physician  to  the  celestial  wits,  and 
always  in  attendance  upon  a  crisis.  He 
carried  in  his  right-hand  a  bladder  full  of  peas 
at  the  end  of  a  wand,  to  recall  his  majesty's 
wits  when   they  wandered ;  and    was   followed 

by 

Fifty  thousand  fools  marching  five  abreast  in 
union, 

And  fifty  thousand  rogues,  marching  off  with 
every  thing  they  could  lay  their  hands  upon. 

Then  came  a  notorious  faquir  and  mendi- 
cant, who  was  leader  of  a  celebrated  sect. 
He  wore  but  one  tail  instead  of  the  two  usually 
worn  by  our  nation,  but  that  tail  was  of  forty 
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feet.  He  was  followed  by  numerous  devotees, 
who  threw  their  worldly  goods  at  his  feet,  and 
in  return  he  presented  them  with  writings  and 
harangues,  which  he  declared  were  infallible  in 
all  diseases. 

Ten* thousand  young  married  women,  each 
hushing  an  infant  to  repose  upon  the  left  breast 
to  the  sound  of  clarions  and  trumpets,  emble- 
matical of  the  peaceful  and  quiet  state  of  ma- 
trimony. 

The  banner  of  impudence. 

Five  thousand  political  mountebanks,  con- 
tradicting each  other,  and  exerting  themselves 
for  the  amusement  of  the  people,  who,  how- 
ever, suffered  rather  severely  from  their  mad 
tricks. 

The  second  in  command,  explaining  their 
system  in  an  unknown  tongue. 

The  emperor''s  juggler,  who  astonished  the 
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whole  empire  by  his  extraordinary  feats,  and 
the  rapidity  with  which  he  relieved  them  of  all 
the  money  in  their  pockets. 

The  banner  of  Love. 

The  celestial  secretary,  with  goose  wings  on 
his  shoulders,  goose  quills  in  each  hand,  look- 
ing very  much  like  a  goose  mounted  on  a  mule, 
gaily  caparisoned  in  colours  quadripartite,  and 
covered  with  jingling  brass  bells. 

Five  thousand  old  women,  singing  the 
praises  of  the  said  secretary  and  taking  snuff 
to  the  flourish  of  hautboys. 

The  prosperity  of  the  celestial  empire,  carried 
by  the  court  fool,  in  a  basket  beautifully  carved 
out  of  a  wild  cherry-stone;  and  guarded 
by 

Fifty  thousand  archers  of  the  red  dragon 
battalion,  picking  their  teeth  to  soft  music. 

Ten  thousand  poets,  each  singing  at  the  same 
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time,  and  to  a  different  tune,  his  ode  upon  this 
joyful  occasion. 

The  immortal  poet  of  the  age,  attired  in 
velvet  to  his  feet,  and  superbly  ornamented  with 
rings  and  chains  of  gold  and  precious  stones. 
He  carried  his  silver  harp  in  his  hand,  and  was 
mounted  on  a  beautiful  white  jackass  with  his 
face  towards  the  tail,  that  he  might  behold  and 
be  inspired  by  the  charms  of  the  peerless 
Chaoukeun,  the  pearl  beyond  all  price. 

Then  came  the  magnificent  Youantee, 
and  the  peerless  Chaoukeun,  seated  in  a 
massive  car  of  gossamer  richly  studded  with 
the  eyes  of  live  humming-birds,  drawn  by 
twelve  beautiful  blue  load-stars,  presented  by 
the  heavenly  bodies  to  the  brother  of  the  sun 
and  moon. 

Twenty  thousand  young  men,  beautiful  as 
angels,  clad  in  the  skins  of  the  black  fox,  and 
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playing   upon  ivory  jew's-harps,    all  mounted 
upon  coal-black  steeds. 

Twenty  thousand  niggers,  ugly  as  devils, 
clad  in  the  skins  of  the  white  polar  bear,  and 
sounding  mellifluous  cat-calls,  all  mounted 
upon  pure  white  Arabian  horses. 

All  the  first  class  mandarins  of  the  celestial 
empire,  turning  up  their  eyes  to  heaven,  and 
wishing  that  the  procession  was  over. 

All  the  second  class  mandarins  of  the  celestial 
empire,  choked  with  dust,  and  wishing  the  pro- 
cession at  the  devil. 

Twenty  millions  of  the  people,  extolling  the 
liberality  of  the  great  emperor,  and  crying  out 
for  bread. 

Ten  millions  of  women,  who  had  lost  their 
children  in  the  crowd,  and  were  crying  out  bit- 
terly in  their  search. 

Ten  millions  of  children,  who  had  lost  their 
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mothers  in  the  crowd,  and  were  crying  out 
bitterly  till  they  found  them. 

The  remainder  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
celestial  empire. 

Such  was  the  grand  and  pompous  marriage 
procession,  which  employed  the  whole  popula- 
tion, so  that  there  were  no  spectators  except 
three  blind  old  women,  who  were  so  overcome 
with  delight  that,  when  it  had  passed,  they 
bowed  their  heads  and  died. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum, 
ti. 

The  procession  arrived  at  the  palace,  and  the 
pearl  of  price  was  now  his  bride,  and  the  heart 
of  Youantee  was  oppressed  with  love.  Upon 
a  jewelled  throne  they  sat,  side  by  side  ;  but 
what  was  the  blaze  of  the  diamonds,  compared 
to  one  glance  from  her  lightning  eye  ?  What 
were  the  bright  red  rubies,  compared  to  her 
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parted    coral  lips — or  the    whiteness    of    the 
pearls   when    she    smiled,    and  displayed  her 
teeth  ?  Her  arched  eyebrows  were  more  beau- 
tifully pencilled  than  the  rainbow ;  the  blush 
upon  her  cheek  turned  pale  with  envy  every 
rose  in  the  celestial  gardens ;  and  in  compassion 
to    the   court,   many  of   whom    were    already 
blind,  by  rashly  lifting  up  their  eyes  to  behold 
her  charms,   an  edict  had  been  promulgated, 
by  which  it  was  permitted  to  the  mandarins  and 
princes    attending   the  court,   to   wear    green 
spectacles  to  save  their  eyes.     The  magnificent 
Youantee  was  consumed  with   love  as  with  a 
raging  fever,  and  the  physicians  of  the  emperor 
were  alarmed  for  his  celestial  health  ;  by  their 
advice  Chaoukeun  consented   only   to  receive 
him  in   a  darkened   chamber.      All   was  joy. 
The  empire  rang  with  the  praises  of  the  pearl 
beyond  all  price.     The  gaols  were  ordered  to 
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be  levelled  to  the  ground — criminals  to  be  par- 
doned— the  sword  of  justice  to  remain  in  its 
scabbard — the  bastinado  to  be  discontinued. 
Even  the  odious  Ian  thorn  tax  was  taken  off, 
in  honour  of  the  peerless  Chaoukeun,  whose 
praises  were  celebrated  by  all  the  poets  of  the 
country,  until  they  were  too  hoarse  to  sing, 
and  the  people  too  tired  to  listen  to  them. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly  ti-tum, 
ti. 

'*  I'm  sure  I  don't  wonder  at  their  being 
tired,"  observed  the  pacha,  yawning,  "  if  they 
were  like  you." 

"  God  is  great,"  replied  Mustapha,  with 
another  yawn.     "  Shall  he  proceed  .?" 

"  Yes,  let  him  go  on ;  wake  me  when  the 
story  is  ended,"  replied  the  pacha,  laying  down 
his  pipe. 
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Alas !  how  soon  was  all  this  delirium  of 
happiness  to  be  overthrown  ;  how  soon  was  the 
prophecy  to  be  fulfilled,  that  there  should  be 
not  only  joy  in  life,  but  also  sorrow  !  The 
magnificent  Youantee  was  roused  from  his 
dream  of  delight  by  courier  after  courier  com- 
ing in,  and  laying  at  the  celestial  feet  tidings 
of  the  advance  of  the  hundred  thousand  war- 
riors. A  solemn  council  was  summoned,  and 
the  imperial  edict  was  passed,  that  the  barba- 
rians of  the  north  should  be  driven  back  to 
their  lands  of  eternal  frost  and  snow.  The 
imperial  armies  departed  from  the  capital,  each 
individual  composing  its  hundred  of  thousands, 
vowing  by  his  two  tails  that  he  would  eat 
all  that  he  killed.  This  bloody  vow  was 
accomplished,  for  they  killed  none;  they  re- 
turned discomfited,  without  their  bows,  or 
arrows,  or  their  swords,  fleeing  before  the   rage 

VOL.    III.  K 
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of  the  Tartar  chief.  Then  rose  the  great 
Youantee  in  wrath,  and  issued  another  edict 
that  the  barbarians  should  be  driven  even  into 
the  sea  which  bounds  the  empire  of  the  world. 
And  the  armies  were  again  sent  forth,  but 
again  they  returned  discomfited,  saying, 
"  How  can  we,  who  eat  rice  with  chop-sticks, 
combat  with  barbarians,  who  not  only  ride  on 
horses,  but  eat  them  too  ?"  The  celestial 
edict  was  not  attended  to  by  the  Tartars,  for 
they  were  barbarians,  and  knew  no  better ; 
and  they  continued  to  advance  until  within 
one  day's  progress  of  the  celestial  capital ;  and 
the  brother  of  the  sun  and  moon,  the  mag- 
nificent Youantee,  was  forced  to  submit  to 
the  disgrace  of  receiving  an  envoy  from  the 
barbarians,  who  thus  spoke,  in  sugared  words : 
"  The  great  Khan  of  Tartary  greets  the 
magnificent    Youantee  ;    he    has    slaughtered 
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some  millions  of  his  subjects,  because  they 
were  traitors,  and  would  not  defend  the  celes^. 
tial  throne.  He  has  burnt  some  thousands  of 
his  towns,  that  the  great  Youantee  may  order 
them  to  be  rebuilt  in  greater  beauty.  All 
this  has  he  done  with  much  trouble  and 
fatigue,  to  prove  his  regard  to  the  mag- 
nificent Youantee.  All  that  he  asks  in  re- 
turn is,  that  he  may  receive  as  his  bride  the 
peerless  Chaoukeun,  the  pearl  beyond  all 
price." 

The  great  Youantee  spoke  from  his  celestial 
throne—  "  Return  my  thanks  to  the  great  khan 
your  master,  for  his  considerate  conduct,  and 
tell  him,  that  he  well  deserves  a  bride  from 
our  celestial  empire,  but  the  pearl  beyond  all 
price  is  wedded  to  the  brother  of  the  sun 
and  moon.  Any  other  maiden  in  our  empire 
shall  be  sent  to  him  with  gifts  worthy  to  be 

K  2 
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offered  by  the  great  Youantee,  and  worthy  to 
be  accepted  by  the  great  khan  of  Tartary.  Let 
it  be  an  edict."*' 

But  the  Tartar  replied,  "  O  great  monarch, 
the  great  khan  my  master  does  not  require  an 
edict,  but  the  peerless  Chaoukeiin.  If  I  return 
without  her,  he  enters  the  celestial  city,  and 
spares  not  man,  or  woman,  or  child."  Then 
fell  at  the  celestial  feet  all  the  princes  and 
mandarins  of  every  class,  performing  solemnly 
the  great  kow  tow,  and  the  chief  minister  of 
state  spoke  thus :  "  Lord  of  the  universe, 
brother  of  the  sun  and  moon,  who  governs 
the  world  with  thine  edicts,  whose  armies  are 
invincible,  and  numerous  as  the  sands  upon 
the  shores  of  the  four  seas,  listen  to  thy  faith- 
ful slaves.  Surrender  up  to  this  barbarian 
the  pearl  beyond  all  price,  so  shall  we  all  live 
to    humble  ourselves   before  thee."      And  all 
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the  princes  and  mandarins  cried  out  with  one 
voice,  "  Surrender  up  the  pearl  beyond  all 
price."  And  all  the  brave  generals  drew  their 
swords,  and  waved  them  in  the  air,  crying  out, 
"  Surrender  up  to  this  barbarian,  the  pearl 
beyond  all  price."  And  all  the  army,  and  all 
the  people  joined  in  the  request. 

Tlien  rose  up  Youantee  in  great  wrath,  and 
ordered  that  the  prime  minister,  and  all  the 
mandarins,  and  the  princes,  and  all  the  generals, 
and  all  the  army,  and  all  the  people,  should 
be  disgraced  and  decapitated  forthwith.  '*  Let 
it  be  an  edict,''''  But  as  there  was  no  one  left 
to  put  the  great  Youantee's  edict  into  force, 
it  was  not  obeyed.  And  the  brother  of  the 
sun  and  moon  perceived  that  he  was  in  the 
minority ;  concealing  therefore  his  bile,  lie 
graciously  ordered  refreshments  for  the  envoy, 
saying,    "  Let   the   dog   be  fed,"  and  retired 
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to  the  apartment  of  the  peerless  Chaou- 
keun. 

Ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum,  ti. 

Now  the  beauteous  empress  had  listened  to 
all  which  had  taken  place  in  the  great  hall  of 
audience,  and  she  threw  herself  at  the  celestial 
feet,  saying,  "Let  me  be  sacrificed — it  is  my 
destiny.  Send  your  slave  to  the  great  khan  to 
do  with  as  he  pleases — I  am  all  submission. 
They  say  he  is  a  handsome  man,  and  of  great 
size  and  strength.     It  is  my  destiny." 

Then  did  the  great  Youantee  shed  bitter 
tears  at  his  bitter  fate  ;  but  he  knew  it  was  his 
destiny— rand  O  destiny,  who  can  resist  thee  . 
He  wiped  his  celestial  eyes,  and  leading  forth 
the  peerless  Chaoukeun,  put  her  into  the  hands 
of  the  barbarian  envoy,  saying,  "  I  send  your 
master  the  pearl  beyond  all  price.  I  have 
worn  her  for  some  time,  but  still  she  is  as  good 
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as  new.  And  now  let  your  master  the  great 
khan  return,  with  his  hundred  thousand 
warrriors,  to  the  confines  of  our  territories,  as  it 
was  agreed.     Thou  hearest.     It   is  an  edict." 

"  It  is  enough  that  my  great  master  hath 
given  his  word,  and  the  great  Youantee  hath 
given  the  pearl  beyond  price.  There  needs 
not  an  edict,"  replied  the  envoy,  departing  with 
the  peerless  Chaoukeun.  Thus  was  the  mag- 
nificent Youantee  left  without  a  bride. 

Now  when  the  envoy  had  brought  the  peerless 
Chaoukeun  in  a  close  litter  to  the  tent  of  the 
great  khan,  he  forthwith  commanded  his  army 
to  return.  Much  to  the  mortification  of  the 
peerless  damsel,  he  did  not  express  any  curiosity 
to  behold  her,  but  commenced  a  rapid  retreat, 
and,  in  a  few  days,  arrived  at  the  confines  of  the 
celestial  territory,  which  was  separated  from 
the  Tartar  dominions  by  an  impetuous  river. 
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As  soon  as  he  had  forded  the  river,  he  encamped 
on  the  other  side,  and  sat  down  with  his  generals 
to  a  sumptuous  feast  of  horseflesh  and  quass. 
When  the  liquor  had  mounted  into  his  brain, 
he  desired  that  the  litter  of  the  pearl  beyond 
price  should  be  brought  nigh  to  his  tent,  that 
he  might  send  for  her,  if  so  inclined.  And 
the  peerless  Chaoukeun  peeped  out  of  the  litter, 
and  beheld  the  great  khan  as  he  caroused ;  and 
when  she  beheld  his  hairy  form, his  gleamingeyes, 
his  pugnose,  and  his  tremendously  wide  mouth — 
when  she  perceived  that  he  had  the  form  and 
features  of  a  Ghoul,  or  evil  spirit,  she  wrung 
her  hands,  and  wept  bitterly,  and  all  her  love 
returned  for  the  magnificent  Youantee. 

Now  the  great  khan  was  drunk  with  quass, 
and  he  ordered  the  pearl  beyond  price  to  be 
brought  to  him,  and  she  replied,  trembling,  say- 
ing, "  Tell  your  lord  that  I  am  not  fit  to  appear 
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in  his  sublime  presence  until  I  have  washed 
myself  in  the  river."  And  those  who  had 
charge  of  her  took  back  her  message  to  the 
great  khan,  who  replied,  "  Let  her  wash,  since 
she  is  so  dirty.*" 

Then  was  the  litter  of  the  peerless  Chaou- 
keun  taken  down  to  the  banks  of  the  river,  and 
she  stood  upon  a  rock  which  overhung  the 
black  waters.  "  How  callest  thou  this  river  ?*' 
said  she  to  her  attendants. 

And  they  replied,  "  This  river,  O  princess, 
divides  the  territory  of  Tartary  from  China, 
and  it  is  called  the  river  of  the  Black  Dra- 
gon." 

"  Then  is  the  prophecy  fulfilled,"*'  cried  the 
pearl  beyond  price.  "  It  is  my  destiny;  and 
destiny,  who  shall  resist .?" 

She  raised  up  her  arms  to  heaven,  and 
uttering  a  loud  shriek  at  her  unhappy  fate,  she 
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plunged  headlong  into  the  boiling  waters,  and 
disappeared  for  ever. 

Thus  was  the  prophecy  fulfilled.  The 
brother  of  the  sun  and  moon  had  wed — beauty 
had  been  laid  at  the  golden  feet — the  pearl 
beyond  price  had  been  found  and  lost.  There 
had  been  joy  and  there  had  been  sorrow  in 
life — and  sorrow  in  death.  The  Black  Dragon 
had  proved  the  foe  to  the  celestial  empire,  for 
it  had  swallowed  up  the  pearl  beyond  all  price. 

Ti-tum,  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  tilly-lilly,  ti-tum, 
ti. 

The  twang  of  the  rude  instrument  awoke  the 
pacha,  who  had  been  fast  asleep  for  some  time. 

"  Is  it  finished,  Mustapha?"  said  he,  rub* 
bing  his  eyes. 

*'  Yes,  your  highness  ;  and  the  destiny  fore- 
told was  truly  accomplished." 
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"•  Bismillah  !  but  I'm  glad  of  it.  Before  he 
had  whined  ten  minutes,  I  foretold  that  I 
should  go  to  sleep.  My  destiny  has  also  been 
accomplished." 

"  Will  your  highness  foretell  the  destiny  of 
this  dog  with  two  tails .?" 

"  Two  tails !  that  reminds  me  that  we  have 
only  had  one  out  of  him  as  yet.  Let's  have 
him  again  to-morrow,  and  have  another.  At 
all  events,  we  shall  have  a  good  nap.  God  is 
great." 


*r-vl'; 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  MusTAPHA,"  said  the  pacha,  "  I  feel  as  the 
Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid,  in  the  tale  of 
Yussuf,  related  by  Menouni,  full  of  care ;  my 
soul  is  weary — my  heart  is  burnt  as  roast 
meat." 

Mustapha,  who  had  wit  enough  to  perceive 
that  he  was  to  act  the  part  of  GiafFar,  the 
vizier,  immediately  replied,  '*  O  Pacha  !  great 
and   manifold  are  the  cares  of  state.     If  thy 
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humble  slave  may  be  permitted  to  advise,  thou 
wilt  call  in  the  Chinese  dog  with  two  tails,  who 
hath  as  yet  repeated  but  one  of  his  tales." 

"  Not  so,"  replied  the  pacha,  "  I  am  weary  of 
his  eternal  ti-tum,  tilly-lilly,  which  yet  ringeth 
in  mine  ears.     What  else  canst  thou  propose  ?"" 

''  Alem  penah !  refuge  of  the  world,  wilt 
thou  be  pleased  to  order  out  thy  troops,  and 
witness  their  exercise  of  djireed  ?  The  moon 
is  high  in  the  heavens,  and  it  is  light  as  day." 

"  Not  so,"  replied  the  pacha ;  "I  am  tired 
of  war  and  all  that  appertains  to  it.  Let  the 
troops  sleep  in  peace." 

"  Then,  O  pacha !  will  you  permit  your 
slave  to  send  for  some  bottles  of  the  fire-water 
of  the  Giaour^  that  we  may  drink  and  smoke 
until  we  are  elevated  to  the  seven  heavens  ?"*' 

"  Nay,  good  vizier,  that  is  as  a  last  resource, 
for  it  is  forbidden  by  the  laws  of  the  prophet. 
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Think  once  more,  and  thou  must  have  no  more 
brains  than  a  water  melon,  if  this  time  thou 
proposest  not  that  which  will  give  me  ease." 

"  Thy  slave  lives  but  to  hear,  and  hears  but 
to  obey,"  replied  Mustapha.  ^'  Then  will  it 
please  my  lord  to  disguise  himself,  and  walk 
through  the  streets  of  Cairo ;  the  moon  is 
bright,  and  the  hyena  prowls  not  now,  but 
mingles  his  bowlings  with  those  of  thejackall 
afar  off." 

"  Your  face  is  whitened,  Mustapha,  and  it 
pleaseth  us.  Let  the  disguises  be  prepared, 
and  we  will  sally  forth." 

,  In  a  short  time  the  disguises  were  ready,  the 
vizier  taking  care  that  they  should  be  those 
of  Armenian  merchants,  knowing  that  the 
pacha  would  be  pleased  with  the  similarity  to 
those  worn  by  the  Great  Alraschid :  two 
black  slaves,    with   their   swords,  followed  the 
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pacha  and  his  vizier  at  a  short  distance.  The 
streets  were  quite  empty,  and  they  met  with 
nothing  living  except  here  and  there  a  dog 
preying  on  the  garbage  and  offal,  who  snapped 
and  snarled  as  they  passed  bye  The  night 
promised  nothing  of  adventure,  and  the  pacha 
was  in  no  very  good  humour,  when  Mustapha 
perceived  a  light  through  the  chinks  of  a  closed 
window  in  a  small  hovel,  and  heard  the  sound 
of  a  voice.  He  peeped  through,  the  pacha 
standing  by  his  side.  After  a  few  seconds  the 
vizier  made  signs  to  the  pacha  to  look  in.  The 
pacha  was  obliged  to  strain  his  fat  body  to  its 
utmost  altitude,  standing  on  the  tips  of  his  toes 
to  enable  his  eyes  to  reach  the  cranny.  The 
interior  of  the  hovel  was  without  furniture,  a 
chest  in  the  centre  of  the  mud  floor  appeared 
to  serve  as  table  and  repository  of  every  thing 
in  it,   for  the  walls  were  bare.     At    the  fire- 
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place,  in  which  were  a  few  embers,  crouched 
an  old  woman,  a  personification  of  age,  poverty, 
and  starvation.  She  was  warming  her  shri- 
velled hands  over  the  embers,  and  occasionally 
passed  one  of  her  hands  along  her  bony  arm, 
saying,  "  Yes,  the  time  has  been — the  time  has 
been." 

"  What  can  she  mean,"  said  the  pacha  to 
Mustapha,  "  by  the  time  has  been  ?'' 

*'  It  requires  explanation,"  replied  the 
vizier;  "  this  is  certain,  that  it  must  mean 
something." 

"  Thou  hast  said  well,  Mustapha ;  let  us 
knock  and  obtain  admittance.*"  Mustapha 
knocked  at  the  door  of  the  hovel. 

"  There's  nothing  to  steal,  so  you  may  as 
well  go,"  screamed  the  old  woman  ;  "  but,""* 
continued  she,  talking  to  herself,  "the  time 
has  been— the  time  has  been." 
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The  pacha  desired  Mustapha  to  knock 
louder.  Mustapha  applied  the  hilt  of  his 
dagger,  and  thumped  against  the  door. 

"  Ay — ay — you  may  venture  to  knock  now, 
the  sultan's  slippers  are  not  at  the  door,"  said 
the  old  woman ;  "  but,"  continued  she,  as 
before,  "  the  time  has  been— the  time  has 
been." 

"  Sultan's  slippers!  and  time  has  been!" 
cried  the  pacha.  ''  What  does  the  old  hag 
mean  ?     Knock  again,  Mustapha." 

Mustapha  reiterated  his  blows. 

"  Ay — knock — knock — my  door  is  like  my 
mouth ;  I  open  it  when  I  choose,  and  I  keep 
it  shut  when  I  choose,  as  once  was  well  known. 
The  time  has  been — the  time  has  been." 

*'  We  have  been  a  long  time  standing  here, 
and  I  am  tired  of  waiting  ;  so,  Mustapha,  I 
think  the  time  is  come  to  kick  the  door  open. 
Let  it  be  done." 
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Whereupon  Mustapha  put  his  foot  to  the 
door,  but  it  resisted  his  efforts.  "  Let  me 
assist/'  said  the  pacha,  and  retreated  a  few 
paces;  he  and  Mustapha  backed  against  the 
door  with  all  their  force.  It  flew  open,  and 
they  rolled  together  on  the  floor  of  the  hovel. 
The  old  woman  screamed,  and  then,  jumping 
on  the  body  of  the  pasha,  caught  him  by  the 
throat,  crying,  ''  Thieves  !  murder  !"  Mus- 
tapha hastened  to  the  assistance  of  his  master, 
as  did  the  two  black  slaves,  when  they  heard 
the  cries,  and  with  some  difficulty  the  talons 
of  the  old  Jezebel  were  disengaged  from  the 
throat  of  the  pacha,  who,  in  his  wrath,  would 
have  immediately  sacrificed  her.  "  Lahnet  be 
Shitan !  Curses  on  the  devil !"  exclaimed  the 
pacha  ;  "  but  this  is  pretty  treatment  for  a 
pacha."" 

"  Knowest  thou,  vile  wretch,  that  thou  hast 
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taken  by  the  throat,  and  nearly  strangled,  the 
liOrdofLife — the  pacha  himself  ?"  said  Mus- 
tapha. 

"  Well,"  replied  the  old  woman  coolly,  "  the 
time  has  been,  the  time  has  been." 

"  What  meanest  thou,  cursed  hag,  that  the 
time  has  been  ?" 

"  I  mean  that  the  time  has  been,  when  I  have 
had  more  than  one  pacha  strangled.  Yes," 
continued  she,  squatting  down  on  the  floor,  and 
muttering,  "  the  time  has  been." 

The  pacha's  rage  was  now  a  little  appeased. 
"  Mustapha,"  said  the  pacha,  "  let  this  old 
woman  be  carefully  guarded  ;  to-morrow  after- 
noon we  will  understand  the  meaning  of  those 
strange  words,  '  the  time  has  been."*  Depend 
upon  it,  thereby  hangs  a  good  story ;  we  will 
have  that  first — and  then,"  whispered  the  pacha, 
"  her  head  ofi^  afterwards." 
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The  old  woman,  hearing  the  order  to  take 
her  into  custody,  again  repeated,  "  Ah,  very 
well — the  time  has  been."  The  slaves  laid 
hold  of  her  ;  but  she  defended  herself  so  vigo- 
rously with  her  teeth  and  nails,  that  they  were 
under  the  necessity  of  gagging  her,  and  tying 
her  hand  and  foot.  They  then  hoisted  her 
on  their  shoulders;  and  marched  off  with  her 
to  the  palace,  followed  by  Mustapha  and  the 
pacha,  the  latter  quite  delighted  with  his  ad- 
venture. When  the  divan  of  the  ensuing  day 
had  closed,  the  old  woman  was  ordered  to  be 
brought  into  the  presence  of  the  pacha  ;  and  as 
she  refused  to  walk,  she  was  brought  on  the 
shoulders  of  four  of  the  guards,  and  laid  on 
the  floor  of  the  council-chamber.  "  How  dare 
you  rebel  against  the  sublime  commands  ?"  in- 
quired Mustapha  with  severity. 

''  How  dare  I  rebel !"  cried  the  old  woman 
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with  a  shrill  voice.  "  Why,  what  right  has 
the  pacha  to  drag  me  from  my  poor  hovel ; 
and  what  can  he  want  with  on  old  woman  like 
me  ?     It's  not  for  his  harem,  I  presume." 

At  this  remark  the  pacha  and  Mustapha 
could  not  help  laughing  :  having  recovered  his 
gravity,  Mustapha  observed,  "  One  would 
imagine,  old  carrion  that  thou  art,  that  the  idea 
of  such  a  punishment  as  the  bastinado  had  never 
entered  your  mind." 

'*  There  you  are  mistaken,  Mr.  Vizier,  for 
I  have  suffered  both  the  bastinado  and  the 
bowstring." 

"  The  bowstring !  Holy  prophet !  what 
a  lying  old  hag  !"  exclaimed  the  pacha. 

"  No  lie,  pacha,  no  lie  !*"  screamed  the  old 
woman  in  her  wrath.  "  I  have  said  it — and 
the  bowstring.  Yes,  the  time  has  been,  when 
I  was  young  and  beautiful ;  and  do  you  know 
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why  I  suffered  ?  I'll  tell  you — because  I  would 
not  hold  my  tongue — and  do  you  think  that  I 
will  now,  that  I'm  an  o'ld  piece  of  carrion  ? 
Yes — yes — the  time  has  been." 

"  Fortunately,  then,"  replied  Mustapha, 
"  you  are  not  required  by  the  pacha  to  hold 
your  tongue.  You  are  required  to  do  the  very 
contrary,  which  is,  to  speak." 

*'  And  do  you  know  why  I  received  the 
bowstring  V  screamed  the  old  hag.  *'  I'll 
tell  you — because  I  would  not  speak  ;  and  I 
do  not  intend  so  to  do  now,  since  I  find  tliat 
vou  wish  that  I  should." 

*'  Then  it  appears,"  said  the  pacha,  taking 
the  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  "  that  the  bastinado 
was  as  ill  managed  as  the  bowstring.  We  do 
these  things  better  at  Cairo.  Hear  me,  old 
mother  of  Shitan  !  I  wish  to  know  what  you 
mean  by  that  expression  which  is  ever  in  your 
mouth,  '  time  has  been.'  " 
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"  It  means  a  great  deal,  pacha,  for  it 
refers  to  my  life — you  want  the  story." 

"  Exactly,*"  replied  Mustapha,  "  so  be- 
gin." 

"  You  must  pay  me  for  it— it  is  worth  twenty 
pieces  of  gold."" 

••'  Do  you  presume  to  make  conditions  with 
his  sublime  highness  the  pacha  ?"  exclaimed 
Mustapha.  "  Why,  thou  mother  of  Afrits 
and  Ghouls,  if  thou  commencest  not  imme- 
diately, thy  carcass  shall  be  thrown  over  the 
walls  for  the  wild  dogs  to  smell  at,  and  turn 
away  from  in  disgust." 

"  Vizier,  I  have  lived  long  enough  to  trust 
nobody.  My  price  is  twenty  pieces  of  gold 
counted  out  in  this  shrivelled  hand  before  I  be- 
gin ;  and  without  they  are  paid  down — not  one 
word.''''  And  the  old  beldame  folded  her 
arms,  and  looked  the  pacha  boldly  in  the 
face. 
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"  God  is  great !"  exclaimed  the  pacha. 
"  We  shall  see.""  At  his  well-known  signal 
the  executioner  made  his  appearance,  and  hold- 
ing up  the  few  scattered  gray  hairs  which  still 
remained  upon  her  head,  he  raised  his  scimitar, 
awaiting  the  nod  which  was  to  be  succeeded  by 
the  fatal  blow. 

"  Strike,  pacha,  strike  !"  cried  the  old  woman 
scornfully.  "  I  shall  only  lose  a  life  of  which 
I  have  long  been  weary ;  but  you  will  lose  a 
story  of  wonder,  which  you  are  so  anxious  to 
obtain.  Strike — for  the  last  time,  I  say, 
'  Time   has   been ' — before   time   shall    be    no 


more  : 


I" 


"  That  is  true,  Mustapha,"  observed  the 
pacha.  "  I  forgot  the  story.  What  an  ob- 
stinate old  devil ;  but  I  must  hear  the  story." 

"  If  it  appears  good  to  your  absolute  wis- 
dom," said  Mustapha  in  a  low  voice,  "  would 
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it  not  be  better  to  count  down  to  this  avaricious 
old  bag  the  twenty  pieces  of  gold  which  she  de- 
mands ?  When  her  story  is  ended,  it  will  be  easy 
to  take  them  from  her,  and  herj  head  from  her 
shoulders.  Thus  will  be  satisfied  the  demands 
of  the  old  woman,  and  the  demands  of  justice.'"' 

"  Wallah  Thaib !  it  is  well  said,  by  Allah  ! 
Your  words  are  as  pearls.  Count  out  the 
money,  Mustapha." 

"  His  highness  the  pacha  has  been  pleased, 
in  consideration  of  the  fear  and  trembling 
with  which  you  have  entered  his  presence,  to 
order  that  the  sum  which  you  require  shall  be 
paid  down,"  said  Mustapha,  pulling  out  his 
purse  from  his  girdle.  "  Murakkas,  you  are 
dismissed,"  continued  the  vizier  to  the  execu- 
tioner, who  let  go  the  old  woman,  and  disap- 
peared. Mustapha  counted  out  the  twenty 
pieces  of  gold,  and  shoved  them   towards  the 
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old  woman,  who  after  some  demur,  as  if  ima- 
gining that  they  ought  to  have  been  brought 
to  her,  got  up  and  took  possession  of  them. 
She  counted  them  over,  and  returned  one  piece 
as  being  of  h'ght  weight.  Mustapha,  with  a 
grimace,  but  without  speaking,  exchanged  it 
for  another. 

"  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet!"  muttered 
the  pacha;  "but  never  mind." 

The  old  woman  took  out  a  piece  of  dirty 
rag,  wrapped  up  the  gold  pieces,  and  placing 
them  in  her  vest,  smoothed  down  her  sordid  gar- 
ments, and  then  commenced  as  follows: — 

"  Pacha,  I  have  not  always  lived  in  a  hovel. 
These  eyes  were  not  always  bleared  and  dim, 
nor  this  skin  wrinkled  and  discoloured.  I 
have  not  always  been  covered  with  these 
filthy  rags — nor  have  I  always  wanted  or 
coveted  the   gold    which   you   have   just  now 
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bestowed  upon  me.  I  have  lived  in  palaces — 
I  have  commanded  there.  I  have  been  robed 
in  gold — I  have  been  covered  with  jewels.  I 
have  dispensed  life  and  death — I  have  given 
away  provinces.  Pachas  have  trembled  at  my 
frown — have  received  by  my  orders  the  bow- 
string— for  at  one  time  I  was  the  favourite  of 
the  grand  sultan.     Time  has  been." 

"  It  must  have  been  a  long  time  ago,  then," 
observed  the  pacha. 

"  That  is  true,"  replied  the  old  woman  ; 
**  but  I  will  now  narrate  my  adventures." 
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I  was  born  in  Georgia,  where,  as  your  highness 
knows,  the  women  are  reckoned  to  be  more 
beautiful  than  in  any  other  country,  except  in- 
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deed  Circassia;  but,  in  my  opinion,  the  Cir- 
cassian women  are  much  too  tall,  and  on  too 
large  a  scale,  to  compete  with  us ;  and  I  may 
safely  venture  my  opinion,  as  I  have  had  an 
opportunity  of  comparing  many  hundreds  of 
the  finest  specimens  of  both  countries.  My 
father  and  mother,  although  not  rich,  were  in 
easy  circumstances :  my  father  had  been  a 
janissary  in  the  sultan's  immediate  employ,  and 
after  he  had  collected  some  property,  he  re- 
turned to  his  own  country,  where  he  purchased 
some  land  and  married.  I  had  but  one  brother, 
who  was  three  years  older  than  myself,  and 
one  of  the  handsomest  youths  in  the  country. 
He  was  disfigured  a  little  by  a  scarlet  stain 
on  his  neck,  somewhat  in  shape  resembling  a 
bunch  of  grapes,  and  which  our  national  dress 
would  not  permit  him  to  conceal.  My  father, 
intending    that  he    should    serve    the    sultan, 
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brought  him  up  to  a  perfect  knowledge  of 
every  martial  exercise.  Even  at  fourteen 
years  old,  few  could  compete  with  him  in  the 
use  of  the  bow,  and  throwing  the  djireed, 
and  as  a  horseman  he  was  perfect.  As  for  me, 
I  was,  I  am  certain,  intended  for  the  sultan's 
seraglio,  for  as  a  child  I  was  beautiful  as  a  houri. 
My  father  was  a  man  who  would  not  scruple  to 
part  with  his  children  for  gold,  provided  he  ob- 
tained his  price.  I  was  considered,  and  I  believe 
that  I  was,  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  coun- 
try, and  every  care  was  taken  that  I  should  not 
injure  my  appearance  or  hurt  my  complexion 
by  domestic  labour  or  exposure.  I  was  not 
permitted  to  assist  my  mother,  who,  induced 
by  my  father's  orders,  waited  upon  me.  I  was 
indulged  in  every  whim,  and  I  grew  up  as 
selfish  and  capricious  as  I  was  beautiful. 
Smile  not,  pacha- — time  has  been. 

One  day,  when  I   was  about  fourteen  years 
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old,  I  was  sitting  at  the  porch,  when  a  largo 
body  of  Turkish  calvary  suddenly  made  their 
appearance  from  a  wood  close  to  the  house, 
and  surrounded  it.  They  evidently  came  for 
me,  for  they  demanded  me  by  name,  threat- 
ening to  burn  the  house  down  to  the  ground, 
if  I  was  not  immediately  delivered  up.  Our 
house,  which  was  situated  near  the  confines  of 
the  country,  had  been  constructed  for  defence ; 
and  my  father  expecting  assistance  from  his 
neighbours,  refused  to  acquiesce  to  their  terms. 
The  assault  was  made,  my  father  and  mother, 
with  all  thdr  household,  were  murdered,  my 
brother  severely  wounded,  the  house  plundered 
and  burnt  to  the  outside  walls.  I  was  of 
course  a  prisoner  as  well  as  my  brother.  He 
was  tied,  wounded  as  he  was,  upon  one  horse, 
and  I  upon  another,  and  in  a  few  hours  the 
party  had  regained  the  frontiers.  A  young 
man,  handsome    as  an    angel,    was  the  leader 
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of  the  band,  and  I  soon  perceived  that  all  his 
thoughts  and  attentions  were  directed  to  me. 
He  watched  me  with  the  greatest  solicitude 
when  we  halted,  procured  me  every  comfort, 
and  was  always  havering  about  my  presence. 
From  the  discourse  of  the  soldiers  I  discovered 
that  he  was  the  only  son  of  the  Grand  Vizier 
at  Stamboul.  He  had  heard  of  my  beauty, 
had  seen  me,  and  offered  a  large  sum  to  my 
father,  who  had  refused,  as  his  ambition  was 
that  I  should  belong  to  the  sultan — in  con- 
sequence I  had  been  carried  off  by  force.  I 
could  have  loved  the  beautiful  youth,  although 
he  had  murdered  my  father  and  mother,  but 
it  was  the  taking  me  by  force  which  steeled 
my  heart,  and  I  vowed  that  I  never  would 
listen  to  his  addresses,  although  I  was  so  com- 
pletely in  his  power.  During  the  time  that  I 
had  been  in  his  possession  I  had  never  spoken  one 
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word,  and  it  came  into  my  head  that  I  would 
pretend  to  be  dumb.  In  three  weeks  we  arrived 
at  Constantinople.  Since  I  had  quitted  the 
country  I  had  never  seen  my  brother;  his 
wound  was  too  severe  to  allow  him  to  travel 
with  the  same  rapidity,  and  it  was  not  until 
years  afterwards  that  I  knew  what  had  become 
of  him.  I  was  taken  to  Osman  Ali's  house, 
and  allowed  a  few  days  repose  from  the 
fatigue  of  the  journey  ;  after  which,  as  I  was 
still  but  a  child,  I  was  ordered  to  be  instructed 
in  music,  dancing,  singing,  and  every  other 
accomplishment  considered  necessary  for  the 
ladies  of  a  harem.  But  I  adhered  to  my  resolu- 
tion ;  every  method  to  induce  me  to  speak  was 
tried  in  vain ;  even  blows,  torture  from  pinch- 
ing, and  other  means  were  resorted  to,  but 
would  not  induce  me  to  swerve  from  my  re- 
solution ;     at  last  they  concluded  that  I   was 
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either  born  dumb,  or  had  become  so  from 
fright  at  the  time  that  the  attack  and  slaughter 
of  my  family  took  place.  I  was  eighteen 
months  in  the  harem  of  Osman  Ali,  and  never 
spoke  one  word. 

"  Mashallah !  but  this  is  wonderful  V*  ex- 
claimed the  pacha — "  a  woman  hold  her  tongue 
for  eighteen  months  !     Who  is  to  believe  this  r''^ 

"  Not  at  all  wonderful,"  replied  the  old 
woman,  "  when  you  recollect  that  she  was 
required  to  speak." 

Once,  and  once  only,  did  I  nearly  break 
through  my  resolution.  Two  of  the  principal 
favourites  were  conversing  in  my  presence. 

"  I  cannot  imagine,"  said  one,  *' what  Ali 
can  see  in  this  little  minx  to  be  so  infatuated 
with  her.       She  is  very    ugly — her   mouth  is 

l5 
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large — her  teeth  are  yellow — and  her  eyes  not 
only  have  no  expression,  but  look  different 
ways.  She  has  one  shoulder  higher  than  the 
other,  and  worse  than  all,  being  dumb,  cannot 
be  taught  any  thing  but  dancing,  which  only 
shows  her  ugly  broad  feet."  , 

"  That  is  all  true,"  replied  the  other.  "  If  I 
was  Ali,  I  should  employ  her  as  a  common 
slave ;  she  is  fit  for  nothing  but  to  roll  up  and 
beat  carpets,  boil  rice,  and  prepare  our  coffee. 
A  little  of  the  slipper  on  her  mouth  would 
soon  bring  her  to  her  senses." 

I  must  own  that  I  was  near  breaking  through 
my  resolution  that  I  might  have  indulged  my 
revenge,  and  had  not  the  door  suddenly  opened, 
I  should  have  proved  to  them,  that  I  could 
have  spoken  to  some  purpose,  for  never  would 
I  have  ceased,  until  they  had  both  been  sewn 
up  in  sacks,  and  cast  into  the  Bosphorus.  But 
I  restrained  myself,  although  my  cheeks  burned 
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with  rage,  and  I  more  than  once  put  my  hand 
to  my  jewelled  dagger. 

I  was  often  visited  by  Osman  Ali,  who 
in  vain  attempted  to  make  me  speak ;  a  harsh 
guttural  sound  was  all  which  I  would  utter  to 
express  pain  or  pleasure.  At  last,  being 
convinced  that  I  was  dumb,  he  exchanged  me 
with  a  slave-merchant  for  a  beautiful  Circas- 
sian girl.  He  did  not  state  my  supposed 
infirmity,  but  gave  as  his  reason  for  parting 
with  me,  that  I  was  too  young,  and  required 
to  be  taught.  As  soon  as  tlie  bargain  was 
struck,  and  the  merchant  had  received  the 
money  which  had  been  given  by  Ali  to  effect 
the  exchange,  I  was  despoiled  of  my  dress  and 
ornaments,  and  put  in  a  litter,  to  be  conveyed 
to  the  house  of  the  slave-merchant.  As  your 
highness  may  imagine,  not  a  little  tired  of 
holding  my  tongue  for  a  year  and  a  half 
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"  By  the  beard  of  the  prophet,  we  can 
believe  you  on  that  point,  good  woman.  You 
may  proceed." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  may  proceed.  You  think 
women  have  no  resolution,  and  no  souls — be 
it  so— and  what  you  dignify  with  the  name 
of  perseverance  in  your  own  sex,  you  call 
obstinacy  in  ours.     Be  it  so — time  has  been." 

I  was  no  sooner  in  the  litter  than  I  let  loose 
my  tongue,  and  called  out  to  the  women  who 
were  appointed  to  conduct  me  to  the  door  of 
the  harem,  "  Tell  Osman  Ali,  that  now  I  am 
no  longer  his  slave,  I  have  found  my  tongue." 
Then  closing  the  curtains,  I  was  carried  away. 
As  soon  as  I  arrived,  I  told  the  merchant  all 
that  had  passed,  and  the  reason  why  Ali  had 
parted  with  me.  The  merchant,  who  was 
astonished  at  having  made  so  good  a  bargain, 
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laughed  heartily  at  my  narrative.     He  told  me 
that   he  intended  me  for   the   seraglio  of  the 

sultan flattered    me    by    declaring    that    I 

should  be  certainly  the  favourite,  and  advised 
me  to  profit  all  I  could  by  the  masters  he  would 
provide.  In  the  mean  time,  Osman  Ali  having 
heard  from  the  women  the  message  I  had  sent, 
was  very  wroth,  and  came  to  the  slave-merchant 
to  procure  me  again ;  but  the  slave- merchant 
informed  him  that  the  Kislar  Aga  of  the  sultan 
had  seen  me,  and  ordered  me  to  be  reserved 
for  the  imperial  seraglio ;  by  this  falsehood 
screening  himself,  not  only  from  Ali's  impor- 
tunities, but  also  from  his  vengeance.  I  took 
the  advice  of  my  master,  and  in  a  little  more 
than  a  year  became  a  proficient  in  music  and 
most  other  accomplishments ;  I  also  learnt  to 
write  and  read,  and  to  repeat  most  of  the 
verses    of    Hafiz,  and  other   celebrated  poets. 
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At  seventeen  I  was  offered  to  the  Kislar  Aga 
as  a  prodigy  of  beauty  and  talent.  The  Kislar 
Aga  came  to  see  me,  and  was  astonished ;  he 
saw  at  once  that  I  should  immediately  become 
first  favourite,  and  having  heard  me  sing  and 
play,  he  demanded  my  price,  which  was  enor- 
mous. He  reported  me  to  the  sultan,  stating 
that  he  had  never  beheld  such  perfection,  and 
at  the  same  time  informing  him  of  the  exorbi- 
tant demand  of  the  slave  merchant.  The 
sultan,  who  had  lately  felt  little  interest  in 
the  inmates  of  his  harem,  and  was  anxious 
for  novelty,  ordered  the  sum  to  be  paid,  and 
I  was  conducted  to  the  seraglio  in  a  royal 
litter. 

That  I  was  anxious  to  be  purchased  by  the 
sultan  I  confess  :  my  pride  rebelled  at  the  idea 
of  being  a  slave,  and  if  I  was  to  be  so,  at  least 
1  wished  to  be  the  slave  of  the  sultan.     I  in- 
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dulged  the  idea  that  I  should  soon  bring  him 
to  subjection,  and  that  the  slave  would  lord 
it  over  her  master,  and  that  master  the  dis- 
penser of  life  and  death,  honour  and  disgrace, 
to  millions.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  how  to 
behave;  the  poets  I  had  read  had  taught  me 
but  too  well.  Convinced  that  a  little  wilfulness 
would,  from  its  novelty,  be  most  likely  to  capti- 
vate one  who  had  been  accustomed  to  dull  and 
passive  obedience,  I  allowed  my  natural  temper 
to  be  unchecked.  The  second  day  after  my 
arrival,  the  Kislar  Aga  informed  me  that  the 
sultan  intended  to  honour  me  with  a  visit,  and 
that  the  baths  and  dresses  were  prepared.  I 
replied  that  I  had  bathed  that  morning,  and 
did  not  intend  to  bathe  again — as  for  the 
dresses  and  jewels,  I  did  not  require  them, 
and  that  I  was  ready  to  receive  my  lord,  the 
sultan,   if  he   pleased   to    come.     The   Kislar 
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Aga  opened  his  eyes  with  astonishment  at  my 
presumption,  but  not  venturing  to  use  force  to 
one  who,  in  his  opinion,  would  become  the  fa- 
vourite, he  returned  to  the  sultan,  reporting  to 
him  what  had  passed.  The  sultan,  as  I  ex- 
pected, was  more  amused  at  the  novelty  than 
affronted  at  the  want  of  respect.  "  Be  it  so," 
replied  he,  "  this  Georgian  must  have  a  good 
opinion  of  her  own  charms." 

In  the  evening  the  sultan  made  his  appear- 
ance,  and  I  prostrated  myself  at  his  feet, 
for  I  did  not  wish  to  proceed  too  far  at 
once.  He  raised  me  up  and  appeared  de- 
lighted. 

"  You  were  right,  Zara,"  said  he,  "  no 
jewels  or  dress  could  add  to  the  splendour  of 
your  beauty." 

"  Pardon  me,  O  gracious  lord,"  replied  \\ 
"  but  if  thy  slave  is  to  please  thee,  may  it  be 
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by  her  natural  charms  alone.  If  I  have  the 
honour  to  continue  in  thy  favour,  let  me  adorn 
myself  with  those  jewels  which  ought  to  deco- 
rate the  chosen  of  her  master — but  as  a  candi- 
date I  have  rejected  them,  for  who  knows  but 
in  a  few  days  I  may  be  deserted  for  one  more 
worthy  of  your  preference  ?" 

The  sultan  was  delighted  at  my  apology,  and 
I  certainly  was  pleased  with  him.  He  was  then 
about  forty  years  of  age,  very  handsome  and 
well  made ;  but  I  was  still  more  gratified  to 
find  that  my  conversation  amused  him  so  much 
that  he  remained  with  me  for  many  hours  after 
his  usual  time  for  retiring.  This  gave  promise 
of  an  ascendancy  which  might  survive  personal 
charms.  But  not  to  detain  your  highness,  I 
will  at  once  state,  the  sultan  soon  thought  but 
of  me.  Not  only  my  personal  attractions,  but 
my  infinite  variety,    which   appeared   natural, 


234  THE    PACHA    OF    MANY    TALES. 

but  was  generally  planned  and  sketched  out 
previous  to  his  visits,  won  so  entirely  upon  him, 
that  so  far  from  being  tired,  his  passion,  I 
may  say  his  love,  for  me  was  every  day  in- 
creased. 

"  Well,  it  may  he  all  true,"  observed  the 
pacha,  looking  at  the  wrinkled  and  hideous  ob- 
ject before  him.  "  What  do  you  say,  Mus- 
tapha  ?" 

"  O  pacha !  we  know  not  yet  her  history. 
The  mother  of  your  slave,  as  I  have  heard  from 
my  father,  was  once  most  beautiful.  She  is  still 
in  our  harem,  and  pooh,'  said  Mustapha,  spit- 
ting, as  if  in  abhorrence. 

"  Right,  good  vizier — right — recollect,  pacha, 
what  I  have  said.  Time  has  been.*"  The 
pacha  nodded,  and  the  old  woman  proceeded. 
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Once  sure  of  the  sultan's  affections,  I  in- 
dulged myself  in  greater  liberties — not  with 
him,  but  with  others  ;  for  I  knew  that  he  would 
laugh  at  the  tricks  I  might  play  upon  his  de- 
pendants, but  not  be  equally  pleased  with  a 
want  of  respect  towards  himself;  and  other 
people  of  the  harem  were  the  objects  of  my  ca- 
price and  amusement.  So  far  from  preventing 
him  from  noticing  the  other  women  in  the 
harem,  I  would  recommend  them,  and  often 
have  them  in  my  apartments  when  he  would 
visit  me,  and  wish  to  be  alone.  I  generally 
contrived  to  manage  a  little  quarrel  about  once 
a  month,  as  it  renewed  his  passion.  In  short, 
the  sultan  became,  as  I  intended,  so  infatuated, 
that  he  was  my  slave,  and  at  the  same  time  I 
felt  an  ardent  attachment  to  him.  My  power 
was  well  known.  The  presents  which  I  re- 
ceived from  those  who  required  my  good  offices 
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were  innumerable,  and  I  never  retained  them, 
but  sent  them  as  presents  to  the  sultan,  in 
return  for  those  which  he  repeatedly  sent  to 
me.  This  indifference  on  my  part  to  what 
women  are  usually  too  fond  of,  increased  his 
regard. 

"  By  the  holy  prophet,  but  you  seemed 
fond  enough  of  gold  just  now,"  observed  the 
pacha. 

"  Time  has  been,"  replied  the  old  woman. 
"  I  speak  not  of  the  present." 

For  two  years  I  passed  a  happy  life;  but 
anxious  as  the  sultan  was,  as  well  as  myself, 
that  I  should  present  him  with  ah  heir,  that 
happiness  was  denied  me,  and  eventually  was 
the  cause  of  my  ruin.  The  queen  mother, 
and    the  Kislar  Aga,   both    of    whom    I   had 
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affronted,  were  indefatigable  in  their  attempts 
to  undermine  my  power.  The  whole  uni- 
verse, I  may  say,  was  ransacked  for  a  new 
introduction  into  the  seraglio,  whose  novelty 
and  beauty  might  seduce  the  sultan  from  my 
arms.  Instead  of  counterplotting,  as  I  might 
have  done,  I  was  pleased  at  their  frustrated 
efforts.  Had  I  demanded  the  woolly  head  of 
the  one,  and  poisoned  the  other,  I  had  done 
wisely.  I  only  wish  I  had  them  now — but  I 
was  a  fool — it  cannot  be  helped — but  time  has 
been. 

Like  most  of  the  sex,  the  ruling  passion 
of  the  sultan  was  vanity,  a  disease  which 
shows  itself  in  a  thousand  different  shapes. 
He  was  peculiarly  proud  of  his  person,  and 
with  reason,  for  it  was  faultless,  with  one 
little  exception,  which  I  had  discovered,  a 
wen,  about  the  size  of  a  pigeon's  egg,  under 
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the  left  arm.  I  had  never  mentioned  to  him 
that  I  was  aware  of  it ;  but  a  circumstance 
occurred  which  annoyed  me,  and  I  forgot  my 
discretion. 

The  Kislar  Aga  had  at  last  discovered  a 
Circassian  slave,  who,  he  thought,  would  effect 
the  purpose.  She  was  beautiful,  and  I  had 
already  engrossed  the  sultan's  attentions  for 
more  than  two  years.  Men  will  be  fickle,  and 
I  expected  no  otherwise.  What  I  required 
was  the  dominion  over  the  mind ;  I  cared 
little  about  the  sultan's  attentions  to  other 
women.  Like  the  tamed  bird  which  flies  from 
its  cage,  and  after  wandering  a  short  time,  is 
glad  to  return  to  its  home  and  re-assume  its 
perch,  so  did  I  consider  it  would  be  the  case 
with  the  sultan.  I  never,  therefore,  wearied 
him  with  tears  or  reproaches,  but  won  him  back 
with   smiles    and    good-humour.      I   expected 
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that  this  new  face  would  detach  him  for  a  short 
time,  and  for  a  fortnight  he  never  came  into 
my  apartment.  He  had  never  been  away  so 
long  before,  and  I  was  rather  uneasy.  He 
visited  me  one  morning,  and  I  asked  him  to 
sup  with  me.  He  consented,  and  I  invited 
three  or  four  of  the  most  beautiful  women  of 
the  seraglio,  as  well  as  the  lady  of  his  new 
attachment,  to  meet  him.  I  thought  it  wise  so 
to  do,  to  prove  to  him  that  I  was  not  dis- 
pleased, and  trusting  that  the  Circassian  might 
suffer  when  in  company  with  others  of  equal 
charms,  who  from  neglect  might  reassume  their 
novelty.  The  Circassian  was  undeniably  most 
beautiful ;  but,  without  vanity,  she  was  by  no 
means  to  be  compared  to  me ;  she  had  the 
advantage  of  novelty,  and  I  hoped  no  more, 
for  I  felt  what  a  dangerous  rival  she  might 
prove  if  her  wit  and  talents  were  equal  to  her 
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personal  charms.  The  sultan  came,  and  I  ex- 
erted myself  to  please,  but,  to  my  mortification, 
I  was  neglected;  all  his  attentions  and  thoughts 
were  only  for  my  rival,  who  played  her  part  toad- 
miration,  yielded  to  him  that  profound  respect 
and  abject  adulation,  which,  on  my  part,  had 
been  denied  him,  and  which  he  probably,  as  a 
novelty  from  a  favourite,  set  a  higher  price  upon. 
At  last,  I  was  treated  with  such  marked  insult, 
that  I  lost  my  temper,  and  I  determined  that 
the  sultan  should  do  the  same.  I  handed  him  a 
small  apple.  "  Will  my  lord  accept  this  apple 
from  the  hand  of  his  slave  ?  is  it  not  curious 
in  shape  ?  It  reminds  me  of  the  wen  under 
your  majesty ""s  left  arm."" 

The  sultan  coloured  with  rage. 

"  Yes,"  replied  I  laughing,  "  you  have  one 
of  them,  you  know  very  well." 

*'  Silence,  Zara,"  cried  the  sultan,  in  a  firm 
tone. 
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"  And  why  should  I  be  silent,  my  lord  ? 
Have  not  I  spoken  the  truth  ?" 

"  False  woman  !  deny  what  you  have  falsely 
uttered." 

*'  Sultan,  I  will  not  deny  the  truth.  I  will, 
if  you  command  me,  hold  my  tongue." 

"  Your  slave  has  been  honoured  with  my 
lord's  attentions,  and  denies  the  assertion  as  a 
calumny,*"  observed  my  rival. 

"  Peace,  wretch  !  thou  hast  proved  thyself 
unworthy  of  the  honour,  by  thy  lying  tongue." 

"  I  tell  thee,  Zara,  silence  !  or  you  shall  feel 
my  indignation."    " 

But  I  was  now  too  angry,  and  I  replied, 
"  My  lord,  you  well  know  that  I  once  held  my 
tongue  for  eighteen  months ;  I  therefore  can 
be  silent  when  I  choose  ;  but  I  can  also  speak 
when  I  choose,  and  now  I  do  choose  to  speak. 
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I  have  said  it,  and  I  will  not  retract  my 
words.'' 

The  sultan  was  white  with  rage ;  my  life 
hung  upon  a  thread ;  when  the  Circassian 
maliciously  observed,  '*  The  bastinado  might 
induce  her  to  retract." 

"  And  shall,"  exclaimed  the  sultan,  clapping 
his  hands. 

The  Kislar  Aga  appeared,  in  obedience  to 
the  sultan's  orders;  the  executioner  of  the 
harem,  and  two  slaves,  stretched  me  on  the 
floor — I  made  no  resistance  or  complaint ;  my 
jewelled  slippers  were  taken  off,  and  all  was 
ready  for  the  disgraceful  punishment. 

"  Now,  Zara,  will  you  retract  ?"  said  the 
sultan,  solemnly. 

"  No,  my  lord,  I  will  not.  I  repeat,  that 
you  have  a  wen  under  your  left  arm." 
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"  Strike,"  cried  the  sultan,  in  a  paroxysm  of 
rage.  The  bamboos  fell,  and  I  received  a  dozen 
blows.  I  bore  them  without  a  cry  ;  I  was  too 
much  choked  by  my  feelings. 

"'  Now,  Zara,  will  you  retract  ?"  exclaimed 
the  sultan  in  a  subdued  tone. 

"  Never,  sultan ;  I  will  prove  to  you  that  a 
woman  has  more  courage  than  you  may  ima- 
gine ;  if  I  die  under  the  punishment,  my  rival 
shall  not  have  even  the  pleasure  of  a  groan. 
You  ask  me  to  retract.  I  will  not  swerve  from 
the  truth.  You  have,  and  you  know  you  have, 
and  so  does  that  vile  parasite  by  your  side  know 
that  you  have  a  wen  under  your  left  arm."  I 
was  faint  with  the  pain,  and  my  voice  was  weak 
and  trembling. 

"  Proceed,'^  said  the  sultan. 

When  I  had  received  thirty  blows,  I  fainted 
with  the  agony,  and  the  sultan  ordered  them  to 
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desist.  "  I  trust,  Zara,  you  are  now  suffi- 
ciently punished  for  your  disobedience.''  But 
I  heard  him  not;  and  when  the  sultan  per- 
ceiving that  I  did  not  reply,  looked  at  me,  his 
heart  melted.  He  felt  how  arbitrary,  how 
cruel  he  had  been.  The  Circassian  went  to 
him ;  he  ordered  her,  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
to  be  gone,  me  to  be  unbound  by  the  other 
ladies,  laid  on  the  sofa,  and  restoratives  to  be 
procured.  When  I  came  to  my  senses,  I  found 
myself  alone  with  the  sultan.  "Oh!  Zara," 
said  he,  as  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes,  "  why 
did  you  tempt  me  thus — why  were  you  so 
obstinate .?'' 

"  My  lord,"  answered  I,  in  a  feeble  voice, 
"  leave  your  slave,  and  go  to  those  who  can 
teach  their  tongues  to  lie.  1  have  never  de- 
ceived you,  although  I  may  have  displeased 
you.     I  have  loved  you  with  fidelity  and  truth. 
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Now  that  you  have  witnessed  what  I  can  suffer 
rather  than  be  guilty  of  falsehood,  you  ought 
to  believe  me.  Take  my  life,  my  lord,  and 
I  will  bless  you  ;  for  I  have  lost  you,  and 
with  you  I  have  lost  more  than  life." 

"  Not  so,  Zara/'  replied  the  sultan  ;  "  I  love 
you  more  than  ever."" 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  my  lord, 
although  it  is  now  of  no  avail.  I  am  no 
longer  yours,  and  never  will  be.  I  am  unfit 
to  be  yours ;  my  person  has  been  contaminated 
by  the  touch  of  Ethiopian  slaves — it  has  been 
polluted  by  the  hand  of  the  executioner — it  has 
been  degraded  by  a  chastisement  due  only  to 
felons.  Oblige  me,  as  a  last  proof  of  your  kind- 
ness, by  taking  a  life  which  is  a  burthen  to  me." 

Despot  as  he  was,  the  sultan  was  much 
moved ;  he  was  mortified  at  having  yielded  to 
his  temper,  and  his  passionate  affection  for  me 
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had  returned.  He  entreated  my  pardon,  shed 
tears  over  me,  kissed  my  swelled  feet,  and 
humiliated  himself  so  much,  that  my  heart 
relented — for  I  loved  him  dearly  still. 

"  Zara,''  exclaimed  he,   at  last,    "  will  you 
not  forgive  me .?" 

"  When,  my  lord,  have  I  ever  shown  myself 
jealous.'^  True  love  is  above  jealousy.  This 
evening,  to  please  you,  although  I  have  lately 
been  neglected,  did  I  not  request  your  new 
favourite  to  meet  you  ?  In  return,  I  was 
grossly  insulted  by  neglect,  and  studied  at- 
tentions to  her.  I  was  piqued,  and  revenged 
myself — for  I  am  but  a  woman.  I  was  wrong 
in  so  doing,  but  having  told  the  truth,  I  was 
right  in  not  retracting  what  I  had  said.  Now 
that  you  have  degraded  me — now  that  you 
have  rendered  me  unworthy  of  you,  you  ask 
me  to  forgive  you." 


STORY    OF    THE    OLD    WOMA'N.  247 

"  And  again  I  implore  it,  my  dearest  Zara  !" 

"  There  are  my  jewels,  my  lord.  I  have  no 
other  property  but  what  I  have  received,  and 
cherished  as  presents  from  you.  Your  trea- 
surer well  knows  that.  Take  my  jewels,  my 
lord,  and  present  them  to  her,  they  will  make 
her  more  beautiful  in  your  sight — to  me  they 
are  now  worthless.  Go  to  her,  and  in  a  few 
days  you  will  forget  that  ever  there  was  such  a 
person  as  the  unhappy,  the  neglected,  the  dis- 
graced, and  polluted  Zara."  And  I  burst  into 
tears,  for  even  with  all  his  ill  usage,  I  was  mi- 
serable at  the  idea  of  parting  with  him ;  for 
what  will  not  a  woman  forgive  to  a  man  who 
has  obtained  her  favour  and  her  love.^ 

"  What  can  I  do  to  prove  that  I  repent  ?" 
cried  the  sultan.  "  Tell  me,  Zara.  I  have 
supplicated  for  pardon,  what  more  can  I  do  ?" 

"  Let  my  lord  efface  all  traces  and  memory 
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of  my  degradation.  Was  not  I  struck  by  two 
vile  slaves,  who  will  babble  through  the  city  ? 
Was  not  I  held  down  by  an  executioner  ? 
These  arms,  which  have  wound  round  the 
master  of  the  world,  and  no  other,  polluted  by 
his  gripe." 

The  sultan  clapped  his  hands,  and  the  Kis- 
lar  Aga  appeared.  "  Quick,"  exclaimed  he, 
"  the  heads  of  the  slaves  and  executioner  who 
inflicted  the  punishment."  In  a  minute  the 
Kislar  Agar  appeared ;  he  perceived  how 
matters  stood,  and  trembled  for  his  own.  He 
held  up  the  three  heads,  one  after  another, 
and  then  returned  them  to  the  sack  of  sawdust 
in  which  they  had  been  brought. 

"  Are  you  satisfied  now,  Zara  ?" 

"For  myself,  yes — but  not  for  you.  Who 
was  it  that  persuaded  you  to  descend  from 
your  dignity,   and  lower  yourself,  by  yielding 
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to  the  instigations  of  malice  ?  Who  was  it  that 
advised  the  bastinado  ?  As  a  woman,  I  am  too 
proud  to  be  jealous  of  her ;  but  as  one  who 
values  your  honour,  and  your  reputation,  I 
cannot  permit  you  to  have  so  dangerous  a 
counsellor.  Your  virgins,  your  omras,  your 
princes,  will  all  be  at  her  mercy  ;  your  throne 
may  be  overturned  by  her  taking  advantage  of 
her  power." 

The  sultan  Hesitated. 

"  Sultan,  you  have  but  to  choose  between  two 
things  ;  if  she  be  alive  to-morrow  morning,  I  am 
dead  by  my  own  hand.     You  know  I  never  lie." 

The  sultan  clapped  his  hands,  the  Kislar 
Aga  again  appeared.  "  Her  head,""  said  he, 
hesitatingly.  The  Kislar  Aga  waited  a  little, 
to  ascertain  if  there  was  no  reprieve,  for  too 
hasty  a  compliance  with  despots  is  almost  as 
dangerous  as  delay.     He  caught   my  eye — lie 
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saw  at  once,  that  if  not  her  head,  it  would  be 
his  own,  and  he  quitted  the  room.  In  a  few 
minutes  he  held  up  by  its  fair  tresses  the  head 
of  my  beautiful  rival ;  I  looked  at  the  distorted 
features,  and  was  satisfied.  I  motioned  with 
my  hand,  and  the  Kislar  Agar  withdrew. 

"  Now,  Zara,  do  you  forgive  me  ?  Now  do 
you  believe  that  I  siilcerely  love  you,  and  have 
I  obtained  my  pardon  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  I,  "  I  do,  sultan ;  I  forgive 

you  all ;  and  now 1   will  permit  you  to  sit 

by  me,  and  bathe  my  feet." 

From  that  day  I  resumed  my  empire  with 
more  despotic  power  than  ever.  I  insisted  that 
I  should  refuse  his  visits  when  I  felt  so  inclined, 
and  when  I  imagined  that  there  was  the 
slightest  degree  of  satiety  on  his  part,  he  was 
certain  to  be  refused  admittance  for  a  fortnight. 
I  became  the  depositary  of  his  secrets,  and  the 
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mover  of  his  counsels.  My  sway  was  un- 
limited, and  I  never  abused  it.  I  loved  him, 
and  his  honour  and  his  welfare  were  the  only 
guides  to  my  conduct. 

"  But  your  highness  will  probably  be  tired, 
and  as  I  have  now  told  how  it  was  that  I 
suffered  the  bastinado,  you  will  perhaps  wait 
till  to-morrow  for  the  history  of  the  bowstring." 

"  I  believe  that  the  old  woman  is  right,"  said 
Mustapha,  yawning,  "  it  is  late.  Is  it  your 
highness's  pleasure  that  she  shall  return  to- 
morrow evening  ?" 

"  Be  it  so ;  but  let  her  be  in  close  custody — 
you  remember." 

''  Be  chesm — on  my  eyes  be  it.  Guards, 
remove  this  woman  from  the  sublime  pre- 
sence." 

"  It  appears  to  me,"  said  the  pacha  to  Mus-  ' 
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tapha,  "  that  this  old  woman's  story  may  be 
true.  The  description  of  the  harem  is  so  cor- 
rect— commanding  one  day,  bastinadoed  the 
next." 

"  Who  can  doubt  the  fact,  your  sublime 
highness  ?  The  Lord  of  Life  dispenses  as  he 
thinks  fit.'' 

"  Very  true ;  he  might  send  me  the  bow- 
string to-morrow." 

''  Allah  forbid  !" 

"  I  pray  with  you  ;  but  life  is  uncertain, 
and  it  is  our  fate.  You  are  my  vizier  to-day, 
for  instance,  what  may  you  be  to-raorrow  .?'* 

"  Whatever  your  highness  may  decide,"  re- 
plied Mustapha,  not  much  liking  the  turn  of 
the  conversation.  ''  Am  not  I  your  slave— and 
as  the  dirt  under  your  feet — and  shall  I  not 
bow  to  your  sovereign  pleasure,  and  my 
destiny  .?*" 
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"  It  is  well  said,  and  so  must  I,  if  the  caliph 
sends  me  a  Capitan  Badji,  which  Allah  forbid. 
There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is  his 
prophet." 

"  Amen,"  replied  Mustapha.  "  Will  your 
highness  drink  of  the  water  of  the  Giaour  ?"" 

"  Yes,  truly ;  for  what  says  the  poet  ?  '  We 
are  merry  to-day,  and  to-morrow  wedie.**" 

"  Min  Allah  ;  God  forbid  !  That  old  woman 
has  lived  a  long  while,  why  shouldn't  we  ? 

"  I  don't  know  ;  but  she  has  had  the  bow- 
string and  is  not  yet  dead.  We  may  not  be 
so  fortunate.^' 

*'  May  we  never  have  it  at  all  ;  then  shall 
we  escape,  O  pacha." 

"  True,  Mustapha;  so  give  me  the  bottle.'* 
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CHAPTER  VL 


The  next  evening  the  old  woman  made  her 
appearance  without  raising  any  difficulty,  as  on 
the  previous  day,  and  took  her  seat  before  the 
pacha,  and  thus  continued. 

As  I  stated  to  your  highness  last  evening 
when  I  broke  off  my  narrative,  I  was  in  the 
highest  favour  with  the  Sultan,  who  made  me 
his  confidant.  He  had  often  mentioned  to  me 
the  distinguished  services  of  a  young  seraskier, 
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whom  he  had  lately  appointed  capitan  pacha, 
to  combat  in  the  north  against  a  barbarous 
nation  called  Sclavonians,  or  Russians.  My 
curiosity  was  raised  to  see  this  Rustam  of  a 
warrior,  for  his  exploits  and  unvaried  success 
were  constantly  the  theme  of  the  sultan's  en- 
comiums. A  Georgian  slave,  who  had  been  the 
favourite  previous  to  my  arrival,  and  who  had 
never  forgiven  my  supplanting  her,  had  been 
sent  to  him  by  the  sultan  as  a  compliment ; 
and  this  rare  distinction  had  been  conferred  upon 
him  on  the  day  when  I  requested  leave  to  re. 
main  behind  the  screen  in  the  hall  of  the 
divan,  that  I  might  behold  this  celebrated 
and  distinguished  person.  He  was  indeed  a 
splendid  figure,  and  his  face  was  equally  perfect. 
He  formed,  in  outward  appearance,  all  that  I 
could  imagine  of  a  hero.  As  I  looked  at  him 
from   behind  the   screen,   he  turned  his  head 
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from  me,  and  I  beheld,  to  my  surprise,  the  red 
stain  on  his  neck,  which  told  me,  at  once  that  I 
had  found  my  long-lost  brother.  Delighted 
at  the  rencontre>  I  retired  as  soon  as  the  audience 
was  over,  arid  the  sultan  came  to  my  apart- 
ment, I  told  him  the  discovery  which  I  had 
made.  The  sultan  appeared  pleased  at  the  in- 
formation ;  and  the  next  day  sending  for  my 
brother,  he  asked  him  a  few  questions  relative 
to  his  lineage  and  former  life,  which  corrobo- 
rated my  story,  and,  loading  him  with  fresh 
honours,  he  dismissed  him,  I  was  delighted 
that,  in  finding  my  brother,  I  had  found  one 
who  was  not  unworthy  of  the  sultan''s  regard, 
and  I  considered  it  a  most  fortunate  circum- 
stance ;  but  how  blind  are  mortals !  My 
brother  was  the  cause  of  my  disgrace  and 
eternal  separation  from  the  sultan.  I  mentioned 
to  your  highness  that   the  Georgian  slave,  who 
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had  preceded  me  in  the  sultan's  favour,  had 
been  sent  as  a  present  to  my  brother.  This 
woman,  although  she  had  always  appeared 
fond  of  me,  was,  in  fact,  my  most  bitter 
enemy.  She  was  very  beautiful  and  clever, 
and  soon  obtained  the  most  unlimited  influence 
over  my  brother.  Yet  she  loved  him  not ; 
she  had  but  one  feeling  to  gratify,  which  was  re- 
venge on  me.  My  brother  had  so  often  led  the 
troops  to  victory,  that  he  had  acquired  an  un- 
bounded sway  over  them.  Stimulated  by  their 
suggestions,  and  his  own  ambition,  which  like 
mine,  was  boundless,  he  was  at  last  induced  to 
plot  against  his  master,  with  the  intention  of  de- 
throning him,  and  reigning  in  his  stead.  To 
his  new  wife,  the  Georgian,  he  had  entrusted 
his  plans,  and  she  resolved  to  regain  the 
favour  of  the  sultan,  and  accomplish  my  ruin 
by  making  me  a  party,  and  then    communicat- 
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ing  to  him  the  treason  which  was  in  agitation. 
She  proposed  to  my  brother  that  he  should 
inform  me  of  his  intentions,  alleging,  that  in  all 
probability,  I  would  assist  him,  as  I  cared 
little  for  the  sultan ;  and  at  all  events,  if  I  did 
not  join,  my  interest  might  save  him  from  his 
wrath.  For  some  time  he  refused  to  accede  to 
her  suggestions ;  but  as  she  pointed  out  that 
if  the  plot  were  discovered,  I,  as  his  sister, 
would  certainly  share  his  fate,  and  that  she 
well  knew  that  I  had  never  forgiven  the 
punishment  of  the  bastinado  which  I  had  re- 
ceived, and  only  waited  for  an  opportunity  to 
revenge  myself,  he  at  last  consented  to  make 
me  a  party  to  his  intentions.  My  brother  had 
been  allowed  to  visit  me,  and  he  took  an  oppor- 
tunity of  stating  to  me  his  schemes.  I  started 
from  him  with  horror,  pointed  out  to  him  his 
ingratitude   and    folly,   and  intreated   him  to 
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abandon  his  purpose.  Convinced  that  I  was 
firmly  attached  to  the  sultan,  he  appeared  to 
acquiesce  in  the  justice  of  my  remarks,  con- 
fessed he  was  wrong,  and  promised  me  faith- 
fully to  think  no  more  of  his  treacherous  de- 
signs.. I  believed  him  to  be  sincere,  and  I  shed 
tears  of  joy,  as  I  thanked  him  for  having 
yielded  to  my  intreaties.  We  separated,  and 
in  a  short  time  I  thought  no  more  of  the 
subject. 

But  he  had  no  idea  of  abandoning  his  pur- 
pose ;  in  fact,  he  was  already  too  deeply  in- 
volved to  be  able  so  to  do.  His  arrangements 
went  on  rapidly,  and  when  all  was  ripe,  the 
Georgian  gave  information  to  the  sultan,  de- 
nouncing me  as  a  party  as  well  as  my  brother. 

One  morning  as  I  was  sitting  in  my  apart- 
ment, arranging  on  a  tray  a  present  for 
my   lord  and  master,   I  was  surprised  by  the 
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abrupt  entrance  of  the  Kislar  Aga,  accompa- 
nied by  guards,  who  without  explanation 
seized  me,  and  led  me  into  the  presence  cham- 
ber, where  the  sultan  and  all  the  officers 
of  state  were  assembled.  It  immediately 
rushed  into  my  mind  that  my  brother  had 
deceived  me.  Pale  with  anxiety,  but  at  the 
same  time  with  a  feeling  of  delight  that  the 
plot  had  been  discovered,  I  entered  the  divan, 
where  I  beheld  my  brother  in  the  custody  of 
the  palace  guard.  He  had  been  seized  in  the 
divan,  as  his  popularity  was  so  great,  that  a  few 
minutes'  notice  would  have  enabled  him  not  only 
to  escape,  but  to  have  put  his  treasonable  plans 
into  execution  ;  but  he  bore  himself  with  such 
a  haughty  air,  with  his  arms  folded  across  his 
breast,  that  I  thought  he  might  be  innocent, 
and  that  he  had,  as  he  promised  me,  abandoned 
all  thoughts  of  rebellion. 
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I  turned  towards  the  sultan,  who  fixed  his 
eves  upon  me  ;  his  brows  were  knit  with  anger, 
and  he  commenced,  *'  Zara,  your  brother  is  ac- 
cused of  treason,  which  he  denies.  You,  also, 
are  charged  with  being  privy  to  his  designs. 
Answer  me,  do  you  know  any  thing  of  these 
plots.?" 

I  did  not  know  how  to  answer  this  quegtion, 
and  I  would  not  tell  a  lie.  I  did  know  some- 
thing about  his  intentions :  but  as  he  had  de- 
nied the  charge,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that 
he  should  be  condemned  by  the  mouth  of  his 
only  sister.  Perhaps  he  had,  as  he  had  pro- 
mised me,  abandoned  his  ideas ; — perhaps  it 
could  not  be  proved  against  him.  My  answer 
would  have  been  the  signal  for  his  death.  I 
could  not  give  the  answer  required,  and  I  re- 
plied, "  If  my  brother  be  found  guilty  of  re- 
belling against  his  sovereign,  let  him  suffer.     I, 
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my  lord,  have  never  plotted  or  rebelled  against 
you." 

'•  Answer  my  question,  Zara.  Do  you  know 
any  thing  about  this  plot  ?  Yes  or  no.  Say 
wo,  and  I  shall  believe  you." 

'*  Your  slave  has  never  plotted  against  her 
lord,"  replied  I.  '*  Further  I  cannot  answer 
your  question." 

"  Then  it  is  true; — and  Zara — even  Zara 
is  false!"  cried  the  sultan,  clasping  his 
hands  in  agony.  "  O  !  where  can  a  person 
in  my  situation  find  one  who  is  faithful 
and  true,  when  Zara,  even  Zara  is  false  ?'''' 

*'  No — no,  my  lord,"  cried  I,  bursting 
into  tears;  "Zara  is  true; — always  has 
been,  always  will  be,  true.  That  I  can  boldly 
answer — but  do  not  press  the  other  ques- 
tion." 

The  sultan  looked  at  me  for  a  short  time. 
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and  then  consulted  with  the  viziers  and  others, 
who  stood  by  the  throne  with  their  arms 
folded.  The  chief  vizier  replied,  "  Those  who 
know  of  treason,  and  conceal  it,  are  participators 
in  the  crime." 

"  True — most  true.  Zara,  for  the  last  time 
I  ask  you,  what  do  you  know  of  this  intended 
insurrection  ?  I  must  be  trifled  with  no  longer. 
A  plain  answer,  or " 

"  I  cannot  answer  that  question,  my 
lord." 

"  Zara,  as  you  value  your  life,  answer  me  im- 
mediately," cried  the  sultan,  with  violence  ;— 
but  I  answered  not. 

Twice  more  did  the  forbearance  and  love  of 
the  sultan  induce  him  to  repeat  the  question  ; 
but  I  remained  silent. 

He  waved  his  hands,  I  was  seized  by  the 
mutes,  and  the  bow-string  encircled  my  neck. 
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All  was  ready,  they  awaited  but  the  last  signal 
to  tighten  the  fatal  cord. 

"  Once  more,  Zara,  will  you  answer;  or 
brave  me  to  your  destruction  ?*" 

"  Sultan,  I  will  at  least  speak  to  you  before 
I  die.  I  only  wish  to  declare  my  fidelity  and 
my  love  to  you  in  my  last  moments,  to  tell  you 
that  I  forgive  you  for  that  which,  when  the 
truth  is  known,  you  will  never  forgive  your- 
self. One  moment  more.  Let  me  remove  this 
jewelled  chain  from  my  neck,  now  superseded 
by  the  bowstring.  You  presented  it  to  me 
when  convinced  of  my  attachment  and  my  love. 
Take  it,  sultan,  and  when  you  find  one  as 
faithful  and  as  true,  present  it  to  her ;  but 
until  you  do  so,  wear  it  in  memory  of  Zara. 
And  now  let  me  throw  my  veil  over  those  fea- 
tures which  have  always  beamed  with  love  and 
delight  on  you,  that  when  I  am  dead,  and  you 


STORY    OF    THE    OLD    WOMAN.  265 

call  them  to  your  recollection,  they  may  be  as 
you  have  been  used  to  see  them,  and  not  black 
with  convulsions  and  distorted  with  agony. 
My  lord,  my  dear  and  honoured  lord,  fare- 
well!" 

The  sultan  was  deeply  moved ;  he  turned 
away  his  head,  and  covered  his  face  with  one 
hand,  while  the  other  dropped  at  his  side  from 
the  intensity  of  his  feelings. 

Although  it  never  was  so  intended,  this 
dropping  of  his  hand  was  considered  as  the 
signal  for  my  death.  The  string  was  tightened, 
and  buried  itself,  cutting  deeply  into  the  flesh  of 
a  neck  once  as  fair  and  smooth  as  the  polished 
marble  of  Patras.  For  the  first  moments  my 
torture  was  excruciating — my  eyes  were  forcing 
out  of  their  sockets — my  tongue  protruded  from 
my  mouth — my  brain  appeared  to  be  on  fire — 
but  all  recollection  soon  departed." 

VOL,    III.  N 
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"  Staffir  Allah  !  God  forgive  me  !  but  are 
you  not  laughing  at  our  beards,  old  scarecrow  ? 
What  think  you,  Mustapha  ?"  continued  the 
pacha,  turning  to  him.     "  What  is  all  this  but 

lies  r 

"  Lies  !"  screamed  the  old  woman.  "  Lies  ! 
you  tell  me  they  are  lies !  Well,  well — the 
time  has  been.  Pacha,  after  what  I  have  suf- 
fered by  telling  the  truth  all  my  life,  it  is  hard, 
in  my  old  age,  to  be  told  that  I  lie :  but  you 
shall  be  convinced ;'"'  and  the  old  woman  put 
her  hands  up  to  the  shrivelled,  pendent  skin 
of  her  neck,  and  stretching  it  out  smooth, 
showed  a  deep  blue  mark,  which  encircled 
it  like  a  necklace.  "  Now  are  you  satis- 
fied ?'' 

The  pacha  nodded  his  head  to  Mustapha, 
as  if  convinced  ;  and  then  said,  **  You  may  pro- 
ceed." 
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"  Yes,  I  may  proceed  ;  but  T  tell  you,  pacha, 
that  if  you  doubt  what  I  say  once  more, 
I  will  return  your  twenty  pieces  of  gold,  and 
hold  my  tongue.  I  proved  that  I  could  do  it 
as  a  young  woman,  and  we  become  more  obsti- 
nate as  we  get  old.'*'* 

''  That  is  no  lie,"  observed  Mustapha. 
"  Continue,  old  woman,  and  we  will  not  inter- 
rupt you  with  doubts  again." 

My  brother,  who  had  watched  every  motion 
of  the  sultanas,  and  who  had  determined  to  re- 
veal all  rather  than  that  I  should  suffer,  when  he 
perceived  the  fatal  mistake,  which  he  did  not 
till  some  moments  afterwards,  uttered  a  loud 
cry,  and  attempted  to  burst  from  his  guards. 
Roused  by  the  cry,  the  sultan  looked  up,  and 
perceived  what  had  taken  place.  In  a  moment 
he  darted  from  his  throne,  and  was  kneeling  by 

N  2 
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Hie  with  frantic  exclamations.  The  mutes 
hastily  tore  away  the  bowstring,  but  I  was,  to 
all  appearance,  dead. 

"Yes,  sultan,  well  you  may  rave;"  ex- 
claimed my  brother ;  "  for  you  have  good 
cause.  You  have  destroyed  one  who,  as  she 
declared  with  her  last  breath,  was  most  faith- 
ful and  most  true.  I  acknowledge  the  con- 
spiracy. I  told  her  my  intentions,  and  she 
thought  that  she  had  succeeded  in  preventing 
me,  for  I  promised  by  the  three^  to  abandon 
ray  design.  She  has  been  faithful  both  to 
you  and  to  me,  for  she  believed  that,  although 
accused,  I  had  atoned  for  my  fault  by  re- 
pentance."" 

The  sultan  looked  earnestly  at  ray  brother, 
but  made  no  answer.  He  embraced  me,  at 
one  moment  bursting  into  tears,  in  the  next 
calling  for  assistance.      I   was  removed  to  my 
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apartments,  and  after  some  time,  the  physicians 
succeeded  in  restoring  me  to  life :  but  I  was 
for  many  days  confused  and  dizzy  in  the  brain, 
during  which  every  attention  and  care  was 
lavished  on  me.  One  evening  I  felt  sufficiently 
recovered  to  speak,  and  I  demanded  of  my  at- 
tendants what  had  taken  place.  They  informed 
me  that  the  mutes,  who  had  mistaken  the 
signal,  had  been  impaled,  and  that  the  Janis- 
saries had  risen  and  demanded  my  brother, 
whose  execution  had  been  deferred  by  the 
sultan ;  but  that  on  the  commotion  taking 
place,  by  order  of  the  grand  vizier,  my  brother 
had  been  executed,  and  his  head  thrown  out  to 
the  rebellious  troops,  who  had  then  dispersed, 
and  had  since  been  brought  to  subjection,  and 
some  hundreds  of  their  ringleaders  had  been 
executed.  I  turned  away  at  this  intelligence, 
for  I  loved  my  noble  but  misguided    brother. 


270     THE  PACHA  OF  MANY  TALES. 

The  movement  occasioned  excruciating  pain, 
which  arose  from  the  deep  wound  made  by  the 
bowstring  in  my  neck. 

The  next  morning  I  rose,  that  I  might 
contemplate  my  person  in  the  mirror,  and  I  at 
once  perceived  the  alteration  which  had  taken 
place.  There  was  a  certain  degree  of  distor- 
tion of  features  which  I  thought  would  never 
be  removed.  I  felt,  that  although  the  sultan 
might  respect  me,  I  could  not  expect  the  same 
influence  and  undivided  attention  as  before. 
With  a  heavy  heart  I  threw  myself  on  the 
couch,  and  planned  for  the  future.  I  reflected 
upon  the  uncertain  tenure  by  which  the 
aff*ections  of  a  despot  are  held,  and  I  resolved 
to  part.  Still  I  loved  him,  loved  him  in  spite 
of  all  his  cruelty ;  but  my  resolution  was 
made.  For  six  weeks  I  refused  to  see  the 
sultan,    although   he  inquired  every  day,  and 
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sent  me  magnificent  presents.  At  the  end  of 
that  period  I  had  recovered,  and  all  that  re- 
mained from  the  eifects  of  the  bowstring,  was 
a  slight  wrinkling  of  the  skin  from  distension, 
and  the  deep  blue  mark  round  my  neck  which 
I  have  just  now  shown  to  your  highness. 

When  I  first  admitted  the  sultan,  he  was 
much  affected.  "  Zara,''  said  he  mournfully, 
"  I  swear  by  the  holy  prophet  that  I  meant  not 
to  give  the  signal." 

"  I  believe  you,  my  lord,"  replied  I  calmly. 

"Neither  did  I  intend  that  your  brother 
should  suffer.  I  meant  to  have  gained  your 
favour  by  his  pardon." 

"  He  was  a  traitor,  my  lord,  an  ungrateful 
traitor,  and  deserved  his  death.  So  may  all 
like  him  perish." 

"  And  now,  Zara,  may  I  hope  for  your  for- 
giveness .^" 
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"  On  one  condition,  sultan,  and  swear  that 
you  will  grant  what  I  require." 

"  I  do,  by  Allah  !^' 

"  It  is,  that  you  send  me  back  to  my  own 
country." 

Not  to  detain  your  highness  by  dwelling  too 
long  upon  what  passed,  it  will  suffice  to  say, 
that  notwithstanding  the  entreaties  of  the 
sultan,  and  the  pleadings  of  my  own  heart, 
my  resolution  was  immovable.  Every  arrange- 
ment was  made  for  my  departure,  and,  during 
the  preparations,  the  sultan  was  continually 
with  me,  persuading  me  to  abandon  the  idea. 
The  magnificence  and  liberality  which  he 
showed  in  the  costly  presents  bestowed  upon 
me,  that  I  might  return  with  honour  and 
wealth  to  my  own  country,  more  than  once 
made  me  waver  in  my  resolution.  The  evening 
before  my  departure  he  made  a  last  attempt, 
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but  in  vain.  My  refusal  was  at  least  softened 
by  the  tears  which  I  shed,  for  now  that  the 
time  of  departure  was  so  near,  I  felt  how  truly, 
how  devotedly  I  was  attached  to  him.  We 
parted  ;  I  threw  myself  on  the  couch,  and  wept 
till  the  dawn  of  day,  when  I  was  summoned  to 
commence  my  journey. 

As  your  highness  may  be  aware  is  the 
custom,  when  my  brother  was  executed,  all  his 
property  was  seized  by  the  sultan,  and  distri- 
buted among  the  favourites.  The  new  capitan 
pacha  who  succeeded  my  brother  was  called 
Abdallah,  and  was  said  to  be  an  excellent 
soldier.  Part  of  my  brother's  property  was 
made  over  to  him,  and  among  the  rest  the 
Georgian  slave,  who  had  been  the  ruin  of  my 
brother,  and  had  so  fatally  destroyed  my  hap- 
piness. To  show  me  every  attention  and 
respect,  the  sultan   had  ordered   Abdallah   in 

n5 
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person  to  escort  me  to  my  own  country,  with 
a  picked  body  of  cavalry.  The  cavalcade  was 
magnificent — treasure  had  been  heaped  on 
treasure — present  upon  present ;  twenty  women 
of  my  own  country,  and  numerous  slaves  had 
been  permitted  to  attend  upon  me,  and  the 
procession  wore  the  appearance  of  a  pageant. 
I  ascended  my  litter  with  an  aching  heart,  and, 
journeying  by  easy  stages,  arrived  at  the  land 
of  my  nativity.  The  borders  were  passed, 
and  Abdallah  requested  me  to  ^vrite  an  ac- 
knowledgment that  he  had  done  his  duty, 
which  the  sultan  would  require  of  him  upon 
his  return.  I  gave  him  the  paper,  and,  pro- 
fessing many  wishes  for  my  future  happiness, 
he  assembled  his  troops,  and  the  escort  turned 
the  heads  of  their  neighing  steeds  towards  the 
city,  where  my  heart  had  truly  been  left  behind. 
It   will  now  be   necessary  to  revert   to  the 
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Georgian  slave,  who  had  been  presented  to  my 
brother  by  the  sultan,  and  had  afterwards 
been  made  over  to  Abdallah.  When  she 
heard  that  I  was  about  to  depart  for  my  own 
country,  loaded  with  presents,  her  rage  was 
without  bounds.  Already  had  her  beauty  and 
talents  made  great  impression  upon  Abdallah, 
and  she  soon  won  him  over  to  a  plot  which 
would  be  advantageous  to  him,  at  the  same 
time  that  it  would  throw  me,  whom  he  dis- 
trusted, into  her  power.  She  proposed  to 
Abdallah  that,  after  having  escorted  me  to  the 
frontiers,  and  received  from  me  the  acknow- 
ledgment required  by  the  sultan,  he  should 
follow  my  small  escort  of  slaves,  cut  them  to 
pieces,  take  possession  of  me  and  all  my 
treasure,  and  return  with  it  to  Constantinople, 
where  I  might  be  immured  in  his  harem. 
The  avarice  of  Abdallah  was  not  able  to  with- 
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Stand  the  temptation,  and  aware  that  there  was 
no  chance  of  the  nefarious  transaction  being 
discovered  by  the  sultan,  he  agreed  to  the 
proposal.  On  the  second  night  after  we  had 
parted  with  Abdallah,  a  body  of  horsemen 
galloped  down  upon  us,  and  all  my  attendants, 
male  and  female,  were  massacred.  T  was 
seized,  put  into  a  sack,  and  thrown  across  a 
horse,  and  as  soon  as  the  treasure  could  be 
collected,  they  set  off  at  a  rapid  pace.  I  was 
nearly  dead  when  they  halted,  and  when  I 
was  removed  from  my  painful  situation  I 
fainted  away. 

Abdallah  had  never  seen  my  face ;  the 
soldiers  reported  me  dead,  and  he  was  glad 
when  he  heard  of  it,  for  it  was  only  to  please 
his  wife  that  he  had  promised  to  bring  me 
back.  He  walked  up  to  where  I  lay,  and  was, 
even  in  my  miserable  situation,,  enamoured  with 
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my  beauty.  His  heart  acknowledged  that  I 
was  the  most  valuable  of  all  his  plunder. 
Every  care  and  attention  was  bestowed  upon 
me,  and  after  several  hours*  halt,  to  allow  me 
to  refresh  myself,  I  was  placed  in  a  small 
litter,  and  our  journey  recommenced.  He  was 
studious  to  obtain  my  favour  ;  at  first  I  spurned 
him,  but  when  he  told  me  that  the  Georgian 
slave  had  instigated  him  to  the  deed,  and  had 
insisted  that  he  should  bring  me  back,  I  well 
knew  for  what  purpose,  and  thought  only  of 
revenge.  I  feigned  to  be  less  averse  to  him, 
and  before  our  journey  was  over,  had  used  all 
my  powers  of  fascination  with  triumphant 
success.  At  last  our  wearied  horses  arrived 
at  Stamboul,  and  after  waiting  in  the  suburbs 
till  the  evening  closed  in,  that  the  cavalcade 
might  not  attract  attention,  it  proceeded  to 
the  house  of  Abdallah,  and  I  was  once  more 
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in  the  precincts  of  a  harem.  The  Georgian 
slave  hastened  to  meet  me,  when  she  was  in- 
formed of  our  arrival,  and  taking  off  her 
slipper,  she  struck  me  contemptuously  on  the 
mouth,  with  such  force  as  to  cause  the  blood 
to  flow.  "  Now,  sultana,"  cried  she,  "  the  day 
is  mine ;  again  shall  you  receive  the  bastinado. 
Aye,  and  again  shall  the  bowstring  be  applied 
to  your  proud  neck — and  more  effectually  than 
before."  She  then  ordered  her  slaves  to  strip 
me,  and  put  on  the  meanest  attire.  When  that 
was  done,  she  spat  in  my  face,  and  left  me 
without  speaking  ;  but  the  flashing  of  her  eyes 
gave  evidence  of  the  fiery  passions  which  were 
raging  in  her  bosom. 

In  the  mean  time  Abdallah  had  proceeded 
to  the  palace,  to  present  to  the  sultan  the 
document  proving  my  safe  arrival,  and  having 
so  done,  he  hastened   back  to  his  own  house. 
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As  soon  as  he  entered  the  harem,  instead  of 
visiting'  the  Georgian  slave,  who  had  arrayed 
herself  for  his  reception,  he  inquired  of  the 
astonished  women  in  which  chamber  I  had 
been  accommodated.  They  hesitatingly  re- 
plied, pointing  it  out  to  him.  He  entered, 
and  found  me  clothed  in  a  slave's  dress,  with 
my  face  covered  with  blood.  When  I  stated 
the  treatment  I  had  received,  and  the  further 
threat  of  the  bastinado  and  the  bowstring,  his 
rage  was  beyond  all  bounds.  Ordering  all  the 
women  to  attend  me,  he  quitted  me,  that  I 
might  resume  my  own  dress,  intimating  that 
he  hoped  that  I  would  allow  him  to  sup  with 
me  that  evening.  My  desire  for  revenge  in- 
duced me  to  grant  his  request,  and  he  quitted 
the  harem  to  look  after  the  treasure  of  which  I 
had  been  robbed. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  other  women  had  com- 
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municated  to  the  Georgian  slave  ail  that  had 
occurred,  and  she  was  frantic  at  the  informa- 
tion. Fearful  of  her,  I  kept  my  door  fast 
until  the  arrival  of  Abdallah,  who  sent  to  in- 
quire whether  I  would  receive  him.  He  was 
admitted,  and  again  expressed  his  indignation 
at  the  conduct  of  my  rival,  offering,  as  a  proof 
of  his  attachment,  to  abandon  her  to  my  re- 
sentment I  had  no  time  for  reply  before  the 
door  was  burst  open,  the  Georgian  flew  in  and 
aimed  her  dagger  at  my  heart.  Abdallah  had 
sufficient  time  to  ward  the  blow,  and  as  the 
weapon  passed  through  his  left  arm,  with  his 
right  hand  he  dashed  her  on  the  floor.  Pale 
with  rage  and  pain  he  called  his  people.  "  She 
threatened  you,  Zara,  with  the  bastinado  and 
the  bowstring.  She  has  sealed  her  own  doom." 
By  his  orders  her  slippers  were  torn  off",  and 
she    received    fifty    blows    of    the   bastinado ; 
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then,  as  she  screamed  with  pain,  and  held  up 
her  hands  for  mercy,  the  mutes  were  sum- 
moned, and  the  bowstring  was  applied.  My 
revenge  was  more  than  satiated,  and  I  covered 
up  my  eyes  that  I  might  not  be  a  witness  to 
the  dreadful  spectacle.  When  I  removed  my 
hands,  I  found  Abdallah  only  in  the  apart- 
ment, and  my  rival  lying  a  blackened  corpse 
upon  the  floor. 

For  three  years  I  remained  in  the  harem 
of  Abdallah,  and,  if  not  happy,  was  resigned 
to  my  fate.  He  was  devotedly  attached  to 
me,  and,  if  I  could  not  return  his  love,  I  was 
not  deficient  in  gratitude.  At  last  a  second 
war  broke  out  between  the  Turks  and  Rus- 
sians, and  Abdallah  was  ordered  to  put  himself 
at  the  head  of  his  troops,  and  drive  the 
invaders  back  to  their  regions  of  frost  and 
snow.      As    was    the    custom    with     Turkish 
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commanders,  all  his  harem  accompanied  him, 
and  after  travelling  about  from  one  territory  to 
another,  sometimes  in  pursuit  of,  and  at  others 
retreating  before  the  enemy's  forces,  we  were 
shut  up  in  the  fortress  of  Ismael,  with  orders 
to  defend  it  to  the  last. 

I  shall  not  weary  your  highness  with  a 
detail  of  what  occurred.  I  shall  only  say, 
that  after  the  town  had  been  nearly  reduced 
to  ashes,  by  the  shells  and  shot,  which  had 
set  fire  to  it  at  least  one  hundred  times,  it  was 
taken  by  storm,  with  immense  slaughter.  We 
sat  in  our  apartments,  listening  with  terror  to 
the  alternate  shouting  and  shrieking — the 
noise  of  the  bursting  of  the  shells,  the  whiz- 
zing of  the  balls,  the  cries  of  the  wounded,  and 
the  terrific  roaring  of  the  flames,  which  were  now 
consuming  the  whole  town  in  their  fury.  At 
last  our  doors   were  burst  open,  and  the  enemy 
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entered.  We  screamed,  and  would  have  fled, 
but  in  vain.  What  became  of  the  rest  I  know 
not,  but  I  was  dragged  over  the  dead  and 
the  dying,  through  smoke  and  through  flame, 
until  I  fainted  away  with  terror  and  exhaus- 
tion. When  I  recovered,  I  found  myself  in  a 
hut,  lying  on  a  small  bed,  and  attended  by  two 
bearded  monsters,  whom  I  afterwards  dis- 
covered were  Cossacks.  They  were  chafing 
my  limbs  with  their  rough  hands,  without  the 
least  regard  for  decorum.  As  soon  as  I  opened 
my  eyes,  one  of  them  poured  a  little  spirits 
down  my  throat,  and  wrapping  me  up  in  a 
horse  cloth,  they  left  me — to  meditate  upon  my 
misfortunes. 

I  discovered  that  evening  that  I  had,  by  the 
fortune  of  war,  become  the  property  of 
a  Russian  general,  who  had  no  time  for  making 
love.     With  him  it  was  ail    ready  made,  as  a 
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matter  of  course.  Still  he  was  a  handsome 
man,  and  when  not  tipsy,  was  good-humoured 
and  generous;  but  the  bivouacs,  even  of  a 
general,  were  very  different  from  the  luxuries 
to  which  I  had  been  accustomed.  T  lived 
badly,  and  was  housed  worse.  It  so  unfortu- 
nately happened,  that  my  protector  was  a 
great  gambler,  as  indeed  are  all  Russians  ;  and 
one  morning  to  my  surprise,  a  handsome  young 
officer  came  into  the  tent,  and  the  general  very 
unceremoniously  handed  me  over  to  him.  My 
beauty  had  been  made  known  in  the  camp, 
and  the  Russian  general,  having  the  night 
before  lost  all  his  money,  had  staked  me  for 
one  thousand  sequins,  and  had  lost.  My  new 
master  was  a  careless,  handsome  youth,  a 
colonel  in  the  army  ;  I  could  have  loved  him, 
but  I  had  not  time;  for  I  had  not  been  in  his 
tent  more  than  three  weeks,  before  I  was  again 
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gambled  away,  and  lost  to  a  major.  I  had 
hardly  time  to  make  myself  comfortable  in  my 
new  abode,  when  I  was  staked  and  lost  again. 
In  short,  your  highness,  in  that  campaign  I  was 
the  property  of  between  forty  and  fifty 
Russian  officers,  and  what  with  the  fatigue  of 
marching,  the  badness  of  provisions,  and  my 
constant  unsettled  state  of  mind  and  body,  I 
lost  much  of  my  good  looks — so  much,  indeed, 
that  I  found  out  that  instead  of  being  taken  as 
a  stake  of  one  thousand  sequins,  I  was  not 
valued  at  more  than  two  hundred.  I  can 
assure  your  highness  that  it  is  no  joke  to  go 
through  a  Russian  camp  in  that  way — to  be 
handed  about  like  a  purse  of  money,  out  of 
one  man's  pocket  into  another's.  I  assure  you, 
that  before  the  campaign  was  over,  I  had  had 
quite  enough  of  the  Russians,  and  only  wished 
that  the  Turkish  army  might   rout  them,  and 
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I  could  find  myself  once  more  in  a  harem.  It 
■was  then  that  I  first  lamented  over  my  hard 
fate,  and  that  of  the  sultan.  It  was  then  that  I 
first  used  the  expression,  when  I  thought  of 
my  condition,  and  that  I  said  to  myself,  "  The 
time  has  been." 

At  last  the  army  was  ordered  to  march  back, 
and  being  then  the  property  of  a  Cossack,  he 
put  me  on  a  pony,  and  made  me  keep  up  with 
the  squadron,  driving  me  before  him  with  his 
long  spear,  sometimes  sticking  the  point  into 
the  rear  of  the  pony,  and  sometimes  into  me, 
by  way  of  a  joke.  But  I  had  not  been  more 
than  ten  days  on  the  retreat,  before  he  sold  me; 
pony,  bridle,  saddle,  altogether,  as  a  bargain,  to 
an  infantry  officer,  who,  as  soon  as  he  had 
taken  possession,  made  me  dismount,  while  he 
got  in  the  saddle,  desiring  me  to  lay  hold  of  the 
pony's  tail  and  follow  him.     When  they  halted 
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he  made  me  wait  upon  him,  and  do  every  thing 
which  he  required.     In  the  morning  he  mounted 
again,  and  I  had  to  walk  after  him,  as  before. 
This  was  hard  service  for  one   who  had  been 
the  favourite  of  the  sultan.     For  a  week  I  con- 
trived to  hobble  after  him,  but  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  go  on  any  longer.     We  passed  through 
a  town,  and  as  soon  as  we  were  clear  of  the  gates 
and  he  did  not  watch  me,  I  let  go  the  tail  of  the 
pony,  and  escaped  without  his  perceiving  it.     I 
regained  the  town,  and  faint   with    hunger  and 
fatigue,  sat  at  the  steps  of  a  large  house.     A 
lady,  dressed  in  rich  fur  and  sables,  came  out, 
and    perceiving    that    my    dress   was   foreign, 
stopped,   and   inquired  of  me  who    I  was.     I 
told  her  in  a  few  words :    she  ordered  me  to  be 
received  and  taken  care  of      A  few  days  after- 
wards she  sent  for  me,  and  I  then  narrated  to 
her  my  history.    She  was  kind  and  generous,  and 
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I  becaroe  her  head  attendant ;  I  was  contented 
and  happy,  and  hoped  to  die  in  her  service. 
But  my  misfortunes  were  not  half  over.  My 
mistress  was  a  lady  of  rank,  and  much  es- 
teemed. Her  house  was  always  full  of  com- 
pany;  she  was  rich,  and  gave  most  splendid 
entertainments.  Her  husband  had  been  dead 
about  two  years,  but  she  was  still  very  young, 
and  exceedingly  beautiful.  One  evening, 
when  there  was  a  large  party  assembled  in  her 
rooms,  the  door  was  opened,  and  an  officer 
came  up  to  her  and  whispered  in  her  ear. 
She  coloured,  trembled,  and  said  that  she 
would  be  ready  in  an  hour.  I  was  near  her  at 
the  time ;  she  beckoned  to  me,  hastened  to  her 
room,  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

"  I  am  ordered  to  Petersburgh  immediately, 
on  a  charge  of  treason.  My  conscience  tells  me 
that  I  have  done  nothing  ;    but,  alas !  for  me. 
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the  emperor  has  no  mercy.  Ekateriiia,"  for 
that  was  the  name  I  went  by,  "  will  you  ac- 
company me  ? — it  will  be  a  long,  and  a  melan- 
choly journey.  God  knows  how  it  may 
end." 

I  immediately  consented — packed  up  what 
we  required,  and  without  disturbing  those  who 
were  enjoying  themselves,  we  gained  the  court- 
yard, and  took  our  seats  in  a  britska,  in 
company  with  the  officer.  .  In  four  days  we 
arrived  at  Petersburgh,  and  my  mistress  was 
separated  from  me  and  thrown  into  prison. 
She  never  saw  her  accusers  or  her  judges;  her 
memorial  to  the  emperor  was  disregarded,  and 
she  was  condemned — but  her  punishment  was 
not  immediately  decided  upon. 

For  three  weeks  my  mistress  remained  in 
prison.  I  was,  by  the  humanity  of  the  oflScer, 
who  had  the  charge  of  her,  allowed  to  visit  her 
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for  a  few  minutes  every  day,  but  it  was  always 
in  the  presence  of  a  third  person.  One  morn- 
ing when  I  came,  the  poor  lady  fell  upon  my 
neck  and  sobbed  a  long  while  without  speaking; 
the  countenance  of  the  officer  was  also  melan- 
choly to  a  degree,  and  I  perceived  that  a  tear 
occasionally  trickled  down  his  manly  cheek. 

"  Ekaterina,"  said  she,  at  last,  '*  I  have 
heard  my  sentence,  and  am  to  be  punished  to- 
morrow, O  God!  forgive  them  their  cruelty 
and  injustice  ;*"  and  she  sank  from  my  arms 
upon  the  floor  of  the  dungeon. 

We  raised  her,  and  she  recovered  a  little. 
"  Yes,  Ekaterina,  I  am  to  be  punished  to- 
morrow for  a  crime  of  which  I  am  innocent — a 
punishment — God  have  mercy  ! — worse  than 
death.  The  knout— the  knout — and  that  at- 
tended with  public  exposure  in  the  market- 
place. May  God  forgive  the  emperor  his 
cruelty  V 
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I  had  beard  of  this  dreadful  punishment,  but 
little  thought  that  women  suffered  by  it.  It 
was  too  barbarous. 

''  I  have  not  heard  of  it,"  said  the  pacha 
"  Tell  me,  old  woman,  is  it  worse  than  the 
bastinado  ?" 

"  Yes,  your  highness.  It  is  a  whip  of  enor- 
mous power,  so  that  if  the  executioner  has  a 
private  order,  he  can  kill  the  party  on  whom  it 
is  inflicted  by  two  or  three  blows ;  but  your 
highness  will  better  comprehend  the  nature 
of  the  punishment  when  I  describe  what  I 
witnessed.'' 

My  dear  mistress  begged  me,  as  a  favour, 
that  I  would  attend  her  to  the  place  of  execu- 
tion, and  I  consented.  Poor  creature  !  she,  as 
well  as  I,   had  but  an  imperfect  idea  of  what 

o2 


292  THE     PACHA    OF    MANY    TALES. 

was  to  take  place.  The  punishment  was  to  be 
inflicted  in  the  great' square,  and  the  troops 
were  out,  and  a  large  concourse  of  people  were 
assembled.  She  appeared  on  the  raised  platform 
upon  which  she  was  to  suffer,  in  a  genteel 
undress,  which  contributed  still  more  to 
heighten  her  extreme  beauty.  The  sweetness 
of  her  countenance  obtained  for  her  the  com- 
miseration of  those  who  were  ordered  and 
accustomed  to  execute  the  will  of  the  despotic 
and  cruel  emperor.  Young,  lively,  and  ad- 
mired, sought  for,  and  caressed  by  every  body, 
high  in  rank,  and  rich  in  worldly  wealth,  she 
stood,  no  longer  surrounded  by  the  attentions 
and  homage  due  to  her  talents,  her  beauty,  and 
her  wit,  but  surrounded  only  by  stern  execu- 
tioners. She  looked  at  them  with  astonishment, 
seeming  to  doubt  if  such  preparations  could  be 
intended  for  her.     One  of  the  executioners  then 
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pulled  off  a  kind  of  furred  tippet  which  co- 
vered her  bosom ;  her  modesty  taking  the 
alarm,  made  her  start  back  a  few  steps ;  she 
turned  pale  and  burst  into  tears.  Her  clothes 
were  soon  afterwards  all  stripped  off,  and  in 
a  few  moments  she  was  all  naked  to  the  waist, 
exposed  to  the  looks  of  a  vast  multitude,  who 
were  all  profoundly  silent.  One  of  the  exe- 
cutioners then  seized  her  by  both  hands,  and 
turning  half  round,  threw  her  on  his  back, 
bending  forwards,  so  as  to  raise  her  feet  a  few 
inches  from  the  ground,  and  the  other  execu- 
tioner, with  his  rough  hands,  and  without 
symptoms  of  remorse,  adjusted  her  on  the 
back  of  his  companion  in  a  posture  most  con- 
venient for  her  to  receive  her  punishment. 
Sometimes  he  pressed  his  large  hands  brutally 
upon  her  head,  in  order  to  make  her  keep  it 
down;    at   others,  like  a   butcher  handling  a 
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lamb,  he  appeared  to  soothe  her  until  he  had 
fixed  her  in  a  favourable  attitude.  He  then  took 
the  knout,  a  whip  made  of  a  long  strip  of  leather, 
prepared  for  the  purpose  ;  he  retreated  a  few 
steps,  measuring  the  requisite  distance  with  a 
steady  eye,  and  looking  backwards,  gave  a  stroke 
with  the  end  of  the  whip,  so  as  to  carry  away  a  slip 
of  skin  from  the  neck  to  the  bottom  of  the  back  ; 
then  striking  his  feet  against  the  ground,  he 
took  his  aim  for  a  second  blow,  parallel  to  the 
former,  so  that  in  a  few  moments  all  the  skin  of 
her  back  was  cut  away  in  small  slips,  most  of 
which  remained  hanging  to  her  shift  and  dress 
below.  I  fainted  with  horror  long  before  the 
punishment  was  over.  "  Good  heavens !"" 
thought  I,  "  I  have  suffered  the  bastinado  and 
the  bowstring,  but  both  were  merciful  com- 
pared to  this.  Is  there  no  God  in  heaven  to 
punish   such  despotic  cruelty  ?"     My  mistress 
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was  not  dead,  and  the  surgeons  were  ordered  to 
pay  her  every  attention,  that  she  might  recover ; 
and  I  thought  this  attention  on  the  part  of  the 
emperor  in  some  measure  made  amends  for  his 
barbarity.  But,  God  in  heaven !  she  was  re- 
stored to  life  that  she  might  be  more  cruelly 
punished ;  for  no  sooner  was  she  able  to  bear 
this  infliction,  than  they  cut  out  her  tongue,  and 
then  banished  her  to  Siberia. 

Thus,  O  pacha  !  was  my  beautiful  mistress 
treated  upon  mere  suspicion,  for  guilty  she 
never  was.  I  had  been  permitted  to  see  her 
previous  to  her  latter  punishment,  and  she  fan- 
cied, poor  thing,  that  the  emperor'*s  wrath  had 
been  appeased,  and  that  she  would  have  been 
permitted  to  return  home,  but  her  tongue  was 
cut  out  without  her  receiving  any  warning  of 
the  second  punishment  which  awaited  her,  and 
after  that  I  was  refused  admittance,  and  I  never 
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saw  my  beautiful  and  ill-treated  mistress  any 
more.  It  was  from  the  officer  who  had  the 
charge  of  her  that  I  learnt  this  cruel  intelli- 
gence, and  I  went  back  to  my  lodgings 
with  a  heart  bursting  with  grief  and  indigna- 
tion. 

I  was  resolved  that,  if  possible,  I  would  es- 
cape from  a  country  where  women's  tongues 
were  cut  out ;  but  how  to  manage  I  knew  not. 
I  had  still  some  money  and  valuables,  which 
had  been  left  in  my  possession  by  my  unfortu- 
nate mistress,  and  I  made  inquiry  about  the 
means  of  proceeding  to  Constantinople,  where, 
at  least,  I  should  be  in  a  civilized  country.  At 
last  a  Jew,  who  heard  that  I  wished  to  go  to 
the  southward,  offered  to  take  me  with  him  as 
soon  as  the  snow  was  on  the  ground,  and  I  bar- 
gained for  five  hundred  roubles.  In  a  fort- 
night the  winter  had   set  in,  and  we  got  into  a 
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drotski,  and  went  away.  We  arrived  at  Mos- 
cow, and  from  thence  we  at  last  gained  Con- 
stantinople. On  my  arrival  I  selected  my 
luggage,  that  I  might  pay  the  sum  agreed ;  but 
it  was  snatched  from  me  by  the  old  rascal,  who 
saluted  me  with  a  kick  in  the  body  which  half 
killed  me.  I  was  locked  up  in  a  room,  and  in 
half  an  hour  a  slave  merchant  came,  and  I  was 
sold  for  a  low  sum  and  taken  away,  remon- 
strating in  vain  against  the  injustice.  My 
beauty  was  now  gone,  I  was  more  than  thirty 
years  old,  and  hardship  had  done  the  rest. 

My  subsequent  life  has  been  nothing  but  a 
series  of  changes  and  disasters.  I  was  sold 
to  a  pastry-cook,  and  broiled  by  standing  over 
the  oven.  I  grew  obstinate  and  was  punished 
by  blows,  but  for  those  I  cared  not.  The 
pastry  was  burnt,  and  I  was  resold  to  a  barber, 
whose   wife  was  a  shrew,  and  half-killed  me  ; 
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fortunately  the  barber  was  accused  of  shaving 
a  criminal,  who  had  escaped  from  prison,  and 
one  morning  was  stretched  out  before  his  own 
door,  with  his  head  under  his  arm.  His  wife 
and  I  were  both  sold  again  as  slaves. 

Thus  did  I  go  down  hill  each  year,  fetching 
less  and  less,  and  receiving  worse  treatment, 
until  I  was  embarked  with  several  others  by 
an  Armenian,  who  was  bound  to  Smyrna. 
The  vessel  was  captured  by  an  Algerine 
pirate,  and  for  a  long  while  I  was  kept  on 
board  to  cook  their  victuals.  At  last  she  was 
wrecked  on  this  coast ;  how  I  escaped  I  know 
not,  for  I  was  weary  of  life.  But  I  was  thrown 
up,  and  made  my  way  to  this  place — where  I 
have  for  many  years  lived  in  company  with 
an  old  wretch  like  myself,  supplicating  alms. 
He  died  about  a  year  ago,  and  left  me  in  the 
hovel  by  myself.     I   still  beg  for  my   subsis- 
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tence;  and  now,  pacha,  you  have  my  story, 
and  I  think  you  will  acknowledge  that  I  may 
well  say  that  "  Time  has  been.'"'' 

"  It  is  your  kismet,  your  destiny,  good 
woman.  There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet 
is  his  prophet,"  observed  the  pacha.  "  You 
are  dismissed." 

"  And  the  gold,  your  highness,"  whispered 
Mustapha. 

"  Let  her  retain  it.  Has  she  not  been  a 
sultana?"  observed  the  pacha,  with  some  ap- 
pearance of  feeling. 

The  old  woman's  ears  were  keen,  she  had 
heard  the  question  of  Mustapha,  and  she  easily 
imagined  the  rest ;  and  she  had  heard  the  reply 
of  the  pacha. 

"  And  now,  pacha,  before  I  quit  your  pre- 
sence, as  I  have  enjoyed  your  bounty,  I  will, 
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with  your  permission,  offer  you  a  piece  of 
advice,  which,  from  my  knowledge  of  the 
world  and  of  people's  countenances,  may  be  of 
no  small  service  to  you.  Is  it  permitted,  O 
pacha!'"* 

"  Speak,"  replied  the  pacha. 

"  Then,  pacha,  beware  of  that  man  who  sits 
beside  you  ;  for  there  is  that  in  his  face  which 
tells  me  that  he  will  raise  himself  upon  your 
fall.     Pacha,  beware !" 

"  Hag  of  Jehanum,"  exclaimed  Mustapha, 
rising  from  his  seat. 

The  old  woman  held  up  her  finger,  and 
walked  out  of  the  divan. 

The  pacha  looked  suspiciously  at  Mustapha, 
for  he  was  of  a  suspicious  nature ;  and  Musta- 
pha looked  any  thing  but  innocent. 

"  Doth  my  lord  give  ear  to  a  lying  tongue  of 
an  old  woman  ?'^  said  Mustapha,  prostrating 
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himself.  '*  Hath  not  your  slave  proved  himself 
faithful  ?  Am  not  I  as  dust  in  thy  presence  ? 
Take  my  life,  O  pacha  !  but  doubt  not  the 
fidelity  of  thy  slave." 

The  pacha  seemed  pacified.  "  What  is  all 
this  but  bosh,  nothing.?"  said  he,  rising  and 
quitting  the  apartment. 

"Bosh  !"  muttered  Mustapha.  "  The  cursed 
old  hag  !  I  know  better — there  is  no  time  to 
lose — I  must  be  quick.  When  will  that  Rene- 
gade return  from  Stamboul  ?  it  is  time."  And 
Mustapha,  with  a  gloomy  countenance,  quitted 
the  divan. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Although  the  pacha,  with  the  usual  diplomacy 
of  a  Turk,  had,  so  far  from  expressing  his  dis- 
pleasure against  Mustapha,  treated  him  with 
more  than  usual  urbanity,  he  had  not  forgotten 
the  advice  of  the  old  woman.  Suspicion  once 
raised  was  not  to  be  allayed,  and  he  had  con- 
sulted with  his  favourite  wife,  Fatima.  A 
woman  is  a  good  adviser  on  cases  of  this  de- 
scription.      The    only    danger    which     could 
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threaten  the  pacha  was  from  the  imperial  court 
at  Stamboul,  for  the  troops  were  devoted  to 
him,  and  the  people  of  the  country  had  no  very 
serious  cause  of  complaint.  By  the  advice  of 
the  favourite,  the  pacha  sent  as  a  present  to 
Mustapha,  a  young  and  handsome  Greek  girl, 
but  she  was  a  spy  in  the  service  of  the  favourite, 
and  had  been  informed  that  the  vizier  had  been 
doomed.  She  was  to  discover,  if  she  could, 
whether  there  was  any  intercourse  between  the 
renegade,  who  commanded  the  fleet,  and  the 
vizier,  as  from  that  quarter  alone  danger  could 
be  anticipated.  The  Greek  had  not  been  a 
week  in  the  harem  of  Mustapha,  before  she  as- 
certained more  than  was  sufficient.  The  fleet 
had  been  sent  to  Constantinople,  with  presents 
to  the  sultan  from  the  pacha,  and  its  return  was 
hourly  expected. 

It  was  on  the  afternoon  of  this  eventful  day 
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that  the  fleet  hove  in  sight,  and  lay  becalmed 
a  few  miles  in  the  oflBng.  Mustapha  hastened 
to  report  it  to  the  pacha,  as  he  sat  in  his  divan, 
hearing  complaints,  and  giving  judgment, 
although  not  justice.  Now  when  the  pacha 
heard  that  the  fleet  had  returned,  his  heart  mis- 
gave him,  and  the  more  so,  as  Mustapha  was 
more  obsequious  and  fawning  than  ever.  He 
retired  for  a  short  time  from  the  divan,  and 
hastened  to  his  favourite,  Fatima. 

"  Pacha,"  said  she,  "  the  fleet  has  arrived, 
and  Mustapha  has  already  communicated  with 
the  renegade.  Depend  upon  it  you  are  lost,  if 
you  do  not  forestall  them.  Lose  no  time.  But 
stop,""  said  she,  "  do  not  alarm  the  renegade  by 
violence  to  Mustapha.  To-morrow  the  fleet 
will  anchor,  and  if  there  is  mischief,  it  will  not 
arrive  until  to-morrow- — but  this  evening,  you 
will  as  usual  send  for  coffee,  while  you  smoke 
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and  listen  to  the  tales  which  you  delight  in. 
Drink  not  your  coiFee,  for  there  shall  be  death 
in  it.  Be  all  smiles  and  good  humour,  and 
leave  me  to  manage  the  rest." 

The  pacha  smoothed  his  brow  and  returned 
to  the  divan.  Business  proceeded  as  usual,  and 
at  length  the  audience  was  closed.  The  pacha 
appeared  to  be  in  high  good  humour,  and  so 
was  the  vizier. 

"  Surely,"  said  Mustapha,  when  the  pipes 
were  brought,  "  his  imperial  highness,  the  sul- 
tan will  have  sent  you  some  mark  of  his  distin- 
guished favour.*' 

"  God  is  great,  and  the  sultan  is  wise," 
replied  the  pacha.  "  I  have  been  thinking  so 
too,  Mustapha.  Who  knows  but  that  he  may 
add  to  the  territory  under  my  sway  by  another 
pachalik  ?'' 

"  I    dreamt    as    much,""   replied  Mustapha, 
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"  and  I  am  anxious  that  the  renegade  should 
come  on  shore  ;  but  it  is  now  dark,  and  he  will 
not  leave  his  vessel."" 

"  We  must  drive  away  the  mists  of  suspense 
by  the  sunbeams  of  hope,"  replied  the  pacha. 
"  What  am  I  but  the  sultan's  slave  ?  Shall 
we  not  indulge  this  evening  in  the  water  of 
the  Giaour." 

"  What  saith  Hafiz?  It  is  for  wine  to 
exalt  men,  and  raise  them  beyond  uncertainty 
and  doubt.  It  overfloweth  us  with  courage, 
and  imparts  visions  of  bliss."*' 

*' Wallah  Thaib,  it  is  well  said,  Mustapha," 
said  the  pacha,  taking  a  cup  of  coffee,  pre- 
sented by  the  Greek  slave.  Mustapha  also  re- 
ceived his  cup.  "•  My  heart  is  light  this  even- 
ing," said  the  pacha,  laying  down  his  pipe,  "  let 
us  drink  deep  of  the  forbidden  juice.  Where 
is  it,  Mustapha?" 
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"  It  is  here,"  replied  the  vizier,  drinking 
ofF  his  coffee;  while  the  pacha  watched  him 
from  the  corner  of  his  small  grey  eye.  And 
Mustapha  produced  the  spirits,  which  were  be- 
hind the  low  ottoman  upon  which  he  was  seated. 

The  pacha  put  aside  his  coffee,  and  drank  a 
large  draught.  ''  God  is  great ;  drink,  Mus- 
tapha," said  he,  handing  him  the  bottle. 

Mustapha  followed  the  example  of  the  pacha. 
"  May  it  please  your  highness,"  said  Mustapha, 
"  I  have  without  a  man,  who  they  say  hath 
stories  to  recount  more  delightful  than  those  of 
Menouni.  Hearing  that  he  passed  through 
this  city,  I  have  detained  him,  that  he  might 
afford  amusement  to  your  highness,  whose  slave 
I  am.  Is  it  your  pleasure  that  he  be  ad- 
mitted ?" 

"  Let  it  be  so,"  replied  the  pacha. 

Mustapha  gave  the  sign,  and  to  the  surprise 
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of  the  pacha,  in  came  the  renegade,  commander 
of  the  fleet,  accompanied  by  guards  and  the 
well-known  officer  of  the  caliph,  the  Capidji 
Bachi,who  held  up  a  firman  to  his  forehead. 

The  pacha  turned  pale,  for  he  knew  that  his 
hour  was  come.  "  Bismillah  !  In  the  name 
of  the  most  high,  O  officer!  whom  seekest 
thou  ?""    exclaimed  the  pacha,  with  emotion. 

"  The  sultan,  the  Lord  of  Life,  has  sent  this 
to  you,  O  pacha  !  as  a  proof  of  his  indulgence 
and  great  mercy."  And  the  Capidji  Bachi 
produced  a  silken  bowstring,  and  at  the  same 
time  he  handed  the  fatal  scroll  to  the  pacha. 

^'  Mustapha,"  whispered  the  pacha,  "  while 
I  read  this,  collect  my  guards ;  I  will  resist.  I 
fear  not  the  sultan  at  this  distance,  and  I  can 
soften  him  by  presents." 

But  Mustapha  had  no  such  fellow  feeling. 
'' O  pacha!"   replied  he,    "  who  can  dispute 
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the  will  of  heaven's  vice-regent  ?     There  is  but 
one  God  and  Mahomet  is  his  Prophet." 

"  I  will  dispute  it,"  exclaimed  the  pacha. 
"  Go  out  and  call  my  trustiest  guards." 

Mustapha  left  the  divan,  and  returned  with 
the  mutes  and  some  of  the  guards,  who  had 
been  suborned  by  himself. 

"  Traitor  !"  exclaimed  the  pacha. 
*'  La  Allah,  il  Allah  ;  there  is  but  one  God," 
said  Mustapha. 

The  pacha  saw  that  he  was  sacrificed.  He 
read  the  firman,  pressed  it  to  his  forehead,  in 
token  of  obedience,  and  prepared  for  death. 
The  Capidji  Bachi  produced  another  firman, 
and  presented  it  to  Mustapha.  It  was  to  raise 
him  to  the  pachalik. 

"  Barik  Allah,  praise  be  to  God  for  all 
things,"  humbly  observed  Mustapha.     "  What 
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am  I  but  the  sultan's  slave,  and  to  execute  his 
orders  ?     On  my  head  be  it  ! 

Mustapha  gave  the  sign,  and  the  mutes 
seized  the  unfortunate  pacha. 

"  There  is  but  one  God,  and  Mahomet  is 
his  prophet,"  said  the  pacha.  "  Mustapha," 
continued  he,  turning  round  to  him  with  a  sar- 
donic smile,  "  may  your  shadow  never  be  less — 
but  you  have  swallowed  the  coifee." 

The  mutes  tightened  the  string.  In  a  minute 
a  cloak  was  thrown  over  the  body  of  the  pacha. 

"  The  coffee,"  muttered  Mustapha,  as  he 
heard  the  pacha's  last  words.  "  I  thought  it 
had  a  taste.  Now  he's  sent  to  Jehanum  for 
his  treachery."  And  all  the  visions  of  power 
and  grandeur,  which  had  filled  the  mind  of 
the   new    pacha,    were   absorbed    by  fear  and 
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duty,  withdrew.  "  And  now,"  exclaimed  the 
renegade,  "  let  me  have  ray  promised  reward." 

"  Your  reward — true.  I  had  forgotten," 
replied  Mustapha,  as  the  pain  occasioned  by 
the  working  of  the  poison  distorted  his  face. 
"  Yes,  I  had  forgotten,"  continued  Mustapha, 
who,  certain  that  his  own  end  was  approaching, 
was  furious  as  a  wild  beast,  with  pain  and 
baffled  ambition.  "  Yes,  I  had  forgotten. 
Guards,  seize  the  renegade!" 

"  They  must  be  quicker  than  you  think  for," 
replied  Huckaback,  darting  from  the  guards 
and  drawing  his  scimetar,  while,  with  his  fingers 
in  his  mouth,  he  gave  a  shrill  whistle.  In 
rushed  a  large  body  of  the  soldiers  and  sailors 
of  the  fleet,  and  the  guards  were  disarmed. 
"  Now,  pacha  of  an  hour  old,  what  sayest 
thou  ?" 

"It    is    my    destiny,''*    replied     Mustapha, 
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rolling  on  the  floor  in  agony.  "  There  is  but 
one  God,  and  Mahomet  is  his  prophet."  And 
Mustapha  expired. 

"  The  old  fool  has  saved  me  some  trouble," 
observed  the  renegade.  **  Take  away  these 
carcasses,  and  proclaim  Ali  as  the  new  pacha." 

Thus  perished  the  two  barbers,  and  thus  did 
Huckaback,  under  the  name  of  Ali,  reign  in 
their  stead.  But  his  reign,  and  how  long  it 
lasted,  is  one  of  the  many  tales  not  handed 
down  to  posterity. 


THE    END. 
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